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April 19, 2010

Dear Friends,

We are proud to present the 2010 California Holetdemorial Book. For the past seven years,
the California State Assembly has honored survidorsng California Holocaust Memorial Week in
April. Through this project, California extols thees and experiences of the survivors of the idalst,
gives remembrance to the millions who lost theedi, and helps to ensure that people understand the
horrors of genocide. We are excited to introducew dimension to this project; the inclusion adlor
histories from World War Il veterans who liberathd concentration camps in Europe.

Inside this book you will find powerful portrayad$é courage and survival during one of human
history’s most horrific periods. Students partatipg in this project met individually with Holocstu
survivors, veteran liberators and others throughtioeiState of California, to learn their storied an
recount them in the essays presented here. Thiategkiews with survivors many young Californians
gained an expanded appreciation for the couraglafcaust survivors who bravely endured so much
suffering. Others came to understand what ouonativeterans withessed when they heroically litaelra
concentration camps throughout Europe. The coushgervivors and liberators will endure througke th
stories told in this book.

Survivors and veterans from throughout Califormiaiavited to sit with Assemblymembers on
the Assembly floor during the Holocaust Memorial€aony.

We are honored to have had the opportunity todinate this project, and we appreciate the
support and participation of the survivors, vetsratudents and our colleagues. We are confitlant t
this project will continue to thrive, as we celdiréthose who have survived to tell their storigsppote
the need for tolerance in society and ensure ligaHblocaust is never forgotten.

Sincerely,
MARTY BLOCK IRA RUSKIN

Assemblymembei78" District Assemblymembeg1* District
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By Monette Clemons and Angeles Contreras

As a Child

Living in Western Europe during WWII was not eady.was a nightmare, especially if
you were Jewish. This is the story of Herbert Belnas now, a 73-year old Holocaust survivor,
but then a young boy with an unknown name and &nawn future.

As a child, Herb lived amongst fellow Jews fearfogtheir families, lives, and futures.
Born in Vienna, Austria on JanuarSV,81937, Herbert was completely unfamiliar with tiegion
of the persecution of Jews in his nearby surrouggliidis parents, already in their mid-40s,
wondered about their family’s safety.

There was something very wrong: the uneasy tensiothe atmosphere, the bowed
heads, the growing news of family members and disestisappearing in other countries, and the
exaggerated number of boycotts of Jewish busine¥bespersecution of Jews was nothing new.
There had been Crusades as early as"th€éntury, and the forced exile of Jews out of uasio
lands across Europe, many of whom were ultimatigdkin Germany and France. In 1873, the
first acts of anti-Semitism appeared. In 1938, wlsarmany annexed Austria, bigger worries
appeared, and more lives were at stake... Kristditnsygmbolized all of this.

Herbert's parents moved to neutral Belgium af@38las they had friends and family
there. Belgium was safe for only one year, dudé&impending arrival of the Nazis. In search
of safety, Herbert's parents traveled by foot faoryg days to Dunkirk, France, where a British
fleet was providing safe transport for Jews. Bytilree they reached Dunkirk, the German army
had occupied France. They had no choice but terrétuBelgium. Upon their return, they were
forced to wear yellow stars, permanently sewn éméar clothing, labeled with the German word
for Jew. This way Jews could be identified easyyGerman Forces. This was a time when fear
reigned fully; it was either obedience or death.

When the winter came, the Germans were cauglguafd, unaccustomed to such harsh
conditions. When they could not get shipments afme garments from their own country, the
Germans turned to the Jews they were persecuting. day, a high-ranking German officer
approached Herbert's uncle Harry, a “furrier” (akeraof fur coats), and bribed him with
promises of safety and “guaranteed immunity” irunetfor fur-lined helmets and hats for the
German Army. “What do | do?” Harry asked Herbdadther that night. “He promised immunity
against persecutions if | made them the hats. Wealvbe protected.” After pondering the issue
for a while, Herbert's father answered, “Do it.” & helmets were created, though not perfectly
made. When the Jews in charge of the helmets woitkey intentionally made wrong cuts,
leaving the helmets too small. “If the Germans ddske a size 8, we would give them a size 6,
making them too tight,” Herbert recalls. “It wagtsof a small-scale rebellion.”

The small-scale rebellion was short-lived, howewsrcause a couple of weeks later, a
frightful incident occurred. The Gestapo came,dwihg orders to arrest all Jews in sight in that



neighborhood, including Herbert’'s mother. Herbarsmall child, pulled at the officer’s sleeve,

crying, “Leave my mother alone! She’s sick!” Thdicérs, however, paid no heed, and took
them both away. Herbert and his mother were ta@ean hiolding prison. Herb feels anger when
he thinks about the Nazis’ superior attitude towatttem: how they were convinced Jews were
subhuman, that there was no accountability forrthetions, and that they could do whatever
they pleased. Herbert remembers the large white nobere they were held prisoner, with many
other Jews crowded in one room together and ne.ei{# says his father was at work when he
and his mother were taken away, so he did not kiney were gone until he arrived home later
that day. Desperate, Herbert's father went tochissin, and told him about the incident. They
immediately set out to find the German officer wiaal promised them immunity. It took a bit of

effort and persuasion to get the officer to hefmth

Herbert's father knew they had to act quicklyréz his wife and child, because a truck
came daily to the holding prison to transport lafl taptured Jews to a train that would ship them
to a concentration camp. The German officer was abfet them released, just 5 minutes before
the truck was to leave the station. He remembdnedofficer in charge of the prison saying,
“Take these two today, I'll get two back tomorraand they’ll all end up dead anyway.” Shaking
his head gravely, his eyes closing slightly befloeking up, Herbert told us, “If I'd gotten on
that truck, | would not be here today.”

Although their escape was fortunate, the famitgal trouble began now that they had no
shelter or security around them. Back in their hbarhood, their apartment had been sealed,
and everything had been looted. Herb’s mother \aemind asking for help that night, but all she
received in response was, “No.” Everyone was toaicbf risking their own lives to help a Jew
— everyone, except one woman. “I know you,” sai@ @der woman, recognizing Herbert’s
mother. “You can stay at my house.” The old ladyswaspinster, who had a small home she
shared with her paralytic sister. The only problerth this arrangement was that the woman
could shelter the mother and father, but the atdldld not stay - it would be too much of a risk.
Herbert stayed with his parents and this womanaf@hort period of time, while his parents
decided what to do. His mother, a nice-looking demoman with blue eyes, was able to go out
at night, seeking aid out on the streets, whileeband and son stayed hidden in a cramped
cellar. Finally, she found help.

During WWII, there were various secret organizagialedicated to helping persecuted
Jews all across Europe. It was very dangerouslpahdew in those times, but these people were
willing to sacrifice their own lives for the greatgood. The founders of the organizations
wanted to help as many Jews as they could, andlibst form of assistance was taking care of
the children. “They believed children are our fettiiHerbert explains. “If anyone was going to
survive, it had better be them.” Herbert's parentse able to contact someone from the
underground organization To Save the Children. driganizers told his parents, “If we take your
son away, you will never see him again. We wort'yteu know where he is.” This somber piece
of information did not help Herbert's parents’ mlerebut they had to make sacrifices for their
son’s safety and survival. At the appointed meeptage in Brussels, a young blonde woman
met them. She asked him, “What is your name?” ijysanswered, “Herbert Katz.”



“Wrong,” the woman replied. “Your new name is Hudex Chat. Remember it. If
anyone asks you, that is your name.” Time passed,tlae official appointment of Herbert’s
departure came. His family went to the train staiio Brussels, and the same woman came to
meet them. She asked, “What is your name?” yeinaddis time, Herbert was prepared.
“Huber Le Chat,” he replied. “Bon,” the woman ansgt She took Herbert by the hand, and
they walked off together, leaving his parents behin

The train took them to a monastery where St. \fihck® Paul’s sisters took care of the
saved Jewish children in Luven, a suburb of BrisssHkrbert remembers staying with the
sisters, aware that Mother Superior was the onk who actually knew where these children
came from. There were six of them - each worrieadjaus, and frightened. They had to listen to
the bombings and the artillery guns, without thmarents’ to soothe them. Herbert remembers
that as a child that he would think about his ptgmowing there was very little chance of ever
seeing them again. He remembers that 2 or 3 tithegjnderground organization received news
that the Germans were approaching the monastemrgy $bnt an early message to the nuns,
telling them to relocate the children while the @ans inspected the area. Herb tells us, “It
wasn't safe to keep the children there when thenfaas were around. It was suspicious.
Sometimes, the Germans would play a game sorkef8imon Says’ with the children. One of
the soldiers would ask, ‘Who speaks Yiddish?’ inldish, and sometimes one of the kids would
slip up and respond.”

Herbert lived undercover as Huber Le Chat for 8rgeuntil the war ended. At first, it
seemed the war wagevergoing to end, especially when the Germans wonBittle of the
Bulge in 1945. Then the tables turned, and the @esniost. Herbert did not know the war was
over. Herbert desperately wanted to find his pateWith the help of To Save the Children,
Herbert’'s parents were able to locate their soryTbhund Herbert in a field, watching the priest
and a British soldier playing soccer with otherldtan. Their ordeal was over, and the family
was together once again.

Looking back at what he went through, Herbertugeggrateful he came to America, and
that he was able to enjoy the rest of his time Wwithparents. He admires them for what they had
to do to survive, and the courage and strength deeyonstrated. He now lives happily with his
wife, has two grown children of his own, and sbampichildren. He says that the one thing he
would like people to know is that, “America is theeatest country ever, because you are able to
be free and do what you want. All that killing isnecessary.”






John Oldontocmen

By Nathan Coleman and Nicole Kowtko

Escape to Manila

In the temperate August of 1939, Jewish born JodenBeimer began his drawn-out
journey to escape the religious torment in Germ@neffectively land safely in Hong Kong,
China, on September 1, 1939. This was the veryesday that Germany invaded Poland and
effectively began the Second World War.

Born November 12, 1920 in Karlsruhe, Germany, Jedran unconventional childhood,
growing up in the “Nassauer Hof"—his father’s hoselrving mostly Jewish businessmen. He
went to his neighborhood school, and the altriiat tlohn is, he took his classmates, some of
whom did not have enough money to buy a meal femelves, back to his father’s hotel for
lunch. In high school he learned Latin and Fremdd.perfected the later when his mother sent
him to his grandmother in Paris, with whom he sthjm 1935-1936. After his return to
Germany he became an apprentice cook, and evegnaplenticed under his own father at the
Nassaeur Hof. At that time, many Jews in Germanyewaready preparing for intense
emigration, and it was dangerous for the publiagsociate with them.

In 1935, a series of regulations known as the “Nioerg Laws” marked the beginning
of the end for the European Jews. The German gomanrhtook away personal liberties and
privileges that we take for granted today, suchhasability to go to the movies or use public
transportation, and even their passports were rdaagéJewish” instead of “German”.

For the longest time John was naive and ignoracuoknt events, being only 12 years
old when Hitler became Chancellor. He, like manyeos$, believed that the flame of prejudice
towards Jewish people would extinguish quickly, ‘idristallnacht” opened his eyes to the cruel
reality of Jewish prosecution.

On the chill night of November 9, 1938, at 12:00tlwe morning, John awoke to the
unmistakable sound of glass shattering nearby.rdeh&s brother remained frozen in their beds,
but could hear their parents in the adjoining rooamtically calling for the police. The police
arrived quickly in response to the call and sudcdlgsbroke up the first angry mob, but an hour
later, even more people came. Yet again, John'snparcalled the police, but this time none
came to their aid. Soon after, the Gestapo bangedthe hotel without invitation. While John’s
younger brother ran into his parents’ room, Joled fbut the other door and jumped onto the
hotel’s small roof.

As John crouched up on top of the hotel, tryindigare out how to escape, all of the
male inhabitants of the hotel were arrested anednta& jail. Along the way, the angry mob beat
one of John’s family friends to death. Hours lateshn snuck back into his room and slipped
into his oldest clothes. He then proceeded to graboken table leg, and join the angry mob in
the hotel’s hallway, destroying his own belongiagngside the other townspeople in an attempt



to blend in. When he reached the front door, helsmut onto the street and ran to his uncle’s
house, where he spent the night.

The next morning his brother and father were reldasom prison, though the rest
remained in custody. John helped his father regpaithotel during the day and it was soon able
to reopen. John slept at his uncle’s house in Vieaiag because he was too afraid to sleep in the
hotel ever again.

After Kristallnacht, John realized that it was tineeleave Germany. His parents were
waiting to get a visa for the United States, butnldecided that he couldn’t stand to wait. His
mother was able to get him a visa and a tickehe&oRhilippines, where John’s uncle and cousin
had emigrated years before. However, instead @tlireg by liner, he traveled by plane with
Lufthansa on a route that had just been mappeddeetEurope and Asia.

About August 15, 1939, in a Junker 52 German amglaohn flew with only two pilots
and a flight engineer. They took off from Berline@any, and the flight lasted a total of five
days. During the trip the airplane stopped at Belgr Beirut, Baghdad, Basra, Jasd, Karachi,
Jodhpur, Allahabad, Calcutta, Yangon, and eventudiailand, having to land for meals since
none were served on the plane. The plane land&himgkok, where John stayed for 10 days
before taking a French aircraft to Hong Kong.

On September 1, 1939, John arrived in Hong Korg sime day that Germany invaded
Poland. Because of his German passport, he wasptisoarrested by the British Police and
taken to an internment camp, where he was nomiredea chef (Escape to Manity Frank
Ephraim). However, he was released two weeks laeause of his American visa for the
Philippines, and arrived in Manila on Septemberl339.

After World War 1l ended in 1945, John worked oshap as a night chef and landed in
New York without a visa. He was held on Ellis Isldior a period of six weeks, gaining freedom
by paying a lawyer all of his previous earnings. tHen traveled by train to San Francisco,
where he worked as a chef for seven years at tlaed’Blotel, Bardelli's, and Ritz Old Poodle
Dog. After, he enrolled as a student at UC Berkeldg wished to pursue Archeology and
Anthropology, but upon speaking with the VocatioBarvices, he decided to become a social
worker so that he could adequately support hislfarhie spent more than 30 years working for
San Mateo County as a social worker for the manill)l but has since retired and now lives
comfortably with his wife in Palo Alto. Although rabst 70 years have passed since the
tribulations of the Holocaust, John’s memoriesha& infamous Kristallnacht remain with him to

this day.
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By Celia Benchetrit

Gussie Zaks is from the first generation of the ddalist survivors and was born in
Poland in 1926. She lived her early life in Polamith her family in a city called Klobuck.
Klobuck was the city with the highest Orthodox Jgwpopulation in Poland. Gussie’s father
owned a butcher shop and she and her many sillielged with the work. Both of her parents
were born in Poland and their last name was Ungik.

Gussie Zaks experienced many situations duringHiblecaust where she felt she was
saved by being in the right place at the right tinffdhose miracles that were given to her gave
her the feeling she was saved by Hashem. ShehtltHashem was always watching over her
and giving her hope, much the same as Elie Wiesgtlevabout in his book, “Night”.

On the day the Germans came to Gussie Zak’s hahsewasn’t at home. She had told
her mother in the morning that she wanted to doeswotunteer work because she was bored.
Her whole family was sent to a camp on that daye&s# of her family members did not survive
that camp. This was one of the first times Gusslethat it had only been by luck or divine
providence that she had not been sent to the samp as her relatives. However, Gussie was
sent later to another camp, a work camp.

During the time she spent in the work camp, sheahegputation for being a good, hard
worker and was liked by the “Chief’ of the camp.neOFriday, going back to camp from the
fields where they worked, she saw some potatoewiggonearby. “A raw potato to eat was
better than an apple today.” So, she told hetbalf on Monday she was going to get those
potatoes. At lunchtime on Monday she went to et potatoes while the SS women were
resting. Gussie got lost and couldn’t find thegbo¢s she so desperately wanted. She became
very anxious and started running down a hill witle five armed SS guards watching her. A
train passed by and the guards started shootihgratthinking she was trying to escape. She
was only fifteen years old arfdlidn’t understand what escape meant at that tim&he came
back to where the SS guards were and they beat Tiee. guards told her that, when they got
back to the camp, the chief SS woman was goingad her number and she would be sent to
Auschwitz All the other girls said goodbye. The “Chief’ dfet camp told her he was very
disappointed that she would try to run away. Wihéewas telling her this, she was thinking
“Who cares what he thinks? | am going to die amyhoBut, instead, he saved her life. He
talked to the head woman guard of the SS and teidMhat a good worker Gussie was. They
never called her number. The other girls in thegavaited for a week for her to be killed. They
wouldn’t look at her or speak to her, because thidynot want to be associated with her for fear
of being killed themselves.

During the interview Gussie told me; “The Holocaaanh't be told one hundred percent.
You had to live through it to understand.” Thethrof those words really made an impression
on me. After each of the amazing stories she shatesl said she had her mother to thank for
teaching her how to be strong and to always thinktlwers before herself. She said if her mother

-11 -



had not taught her those things, she did not bele would be in this world today. Her mother
told her; “You cannot live through yourself; yoweao do mitzvoth in order to survive.”

She told me an account of how her mother livedifeeand what she taught Gussie. One
day Gussie was sitting on her doorstep, and sawaoa family sitting on the ground across the
street from her. Gussie’s mother came out, pulladesmoney from her pocket, and gave the
money to Gussie. Her mother told her, “Go and gheemoney to this poor family. You will
save the qirl's life.” The oldest daughter waswilth tuberculosis and they did not have the
money to take her to the hospital for treatmentewfbussie handed the money to the family,
their eyes opened wide and they thanked her. Timdyfavas able to take their daughter to the
hospital, although it was too late to save her.

Gussie Zaks told me how her mother would tell hat she may not be rewarded right
away for good that she did, but she would be readurdter in life or in the world to come.
Gussie believes the only reason she survived tHecHost was because of the kindness her
mother taught her.

There are many other stories that she told meosehhese because they had a meaning
to me as a thirteen-year-old girl. After hearing Beories, it took awhile before | could say
anything. I thought about how such a young girlezignced so much ugliness, and whether |
would have been able to survive and handle thatsitos as well as she did. | was not able to
talk or express my feelings for a while. It was toach to digest. | found it hard to know what to
say to Gussie to express my feelings and admiréioher.

Gussie Zaks is an amazing person because of whatah survived and what she still
accomplishes today. | was impressed that she reemmnaverything so well, and is able to talk
to teenagers the way she would talk to her owrdodml. Today, Gussie Zaks is eighty five years
old and does volunteer work for several organizati@iving freely of her time and talents as
she has done her entire life. She has made avaodifference in the lives of others. For many
years, she has volunteered her time to talk abeutekperiences during the Holocaust with
middle and high school students in San Diego CouMgny mothers of students she has spoken
to have called her and thanked her for being thegoethat changed the direction of their
children’s lives.
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By Lillian Van-Cleve

Before we had even made it up to her apartmenta IBroclawski began to speak. She
looked me directly in the eye, “It is a wonder | afve.” This is very true; her concern that |
fully comprehend this fact was evident. Equallykstg was the emotion one could see in her
eyes behind these earnest words.

In the small little town of Wisnicz lived the Ferblamily. Irma was the youngest of the
family’s three children. She lived with her fath@er mother and her two elder brothers. Her
father, David Ferber, was a Jewish lawyer in th@in, and a man worth noticing. He had been
a Major in the Austrian army during WWI and he vedsighly respected man in the community.

Irma was quite adamant that her father was “a verpud man.” Meeting Irma, and
hearing about her family, it became clear that lagl la lot to be proud of, and that Irma was just
as proud of him.

Irma Ferber Broclawski, then just Irma Ferber, bl average life. She adored her
parents. Like every child, she went to school llgcanade friends and lived a relatively carefree
life. Life continued like this until she turned foeen. Irma, born in 1925, celebrated her
fourteenth birthday on the 25th of January. She eamspletely oblivious to the fact that come
September, her life would change drastically. T®eptember, the first incident that thrust her
life into undesired turmoil came to pass.

Hitler took over. He invaded Poland and Nazi infloe rose. David Ferber was forced to
stop working. That was the end of her father's sastul career. Their comfortable lifestyle
ended. They lacked the means to support themselvemg only on his former client’s
generosity, the family tried to make do. During #exly part of the occupation, her mother,
Josephina Ferber, was overheard speaking ill deHiShe was arrested and put in jail. Jail in
those days would have horrified even the most haatted person. After three months, she was
unexpectedly released. When she came home, shedlput a dull knife and showed it to her
daughter. She told Irma that each day in jail, s@rpened the knife. She wanted it to be sharp
enough to cut through the veins in her wrist. S Wwanted to die.

Irma looked tired and heart broken as she recalled mother telling her of her extreme
resolution to commit suicide. The anguished exprasshat took over Irma’s face was
distressing in and of itself. It's not somethinigjéVver forget.

One day, her father innocently went to the postefto check for any correspondence
from his two sons, who were then attending univer#is David Ferber’'s Jewish religion was
out in the open and widely known, he was boundedarassed and persecuted by the Nazis.
Suddenly, the nasty prejudice of a Gestapo offieared its ugly head. Irma’s father was struck
with a blow to the face by the hand of this man.
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Suddenly, Irma winced. It was as though she feltesatrike just then as her father had
SO0 many years ago. The fact that this action wae pupulse, like she was still expecting it, was
even more painful to watch.

He was put through some time in prison. The Gestapested him without cause. Irma
and her mother managed to pull through financiallg emotionally without David, but just
barely. The support and benevolence of their fisewds a great help. David Ferber completed
his time. His family awaited his arrival anxiousifowever, upon returning home, he suffered a
severe and fatal heart attack. Irma and Josephara devastated when they lost the love, the
strength and the willpower that he had inspiredhinitthem. His death inspired a fierce
determination to go on and make it through the demgs trials awaiting them.

Soon after the loss of Irma’s father, the charityheir friends grew sparse, for everyone
else had to tighten their belts, too. It was aggle. The two women tried desperately to keep
warm by the fireplace as winter approached. Josepaven attempted to nourish her hungry
daughter with imaginative meals by reading to hemf a Viennese cookbook. Josephina
traveled with her daughter to Krakow, about fiftylem from their hometown. On arriving at
Krakow, they were captured and put into the citiésvish ghetto. Here, they were trapped for a
number of months. Finally, they were mercifullyeased with the influence of a family friend
by the name of Marian. Marian took them back to Méis. This generous friend managed to
assist them further by providing them with falseer@, and so this was the birth of their new
identities.

Suddenly, Irma was no longer Irma Ferber. She veag Bronislawa Jalowiecka, and
five years older than Irma Ferber. She may as hele been baptized and christened as she
herself was more familiar with Bronislawa’s Chrstity than her own Jewish religion. This was
the key to her survival. It was crucial, absolategd unquestionably necessary.

Irma, or rather Bronislawa, and her mother, nowkmas Rosalia Koczur, fled. In their
absence, Wisnicz had become almost equally unigieiogvards Jews. The Gestapo’s presence
had also increased immensely. For two weeks thmaireed hidden in the forest, cold and
hungry. They were just outside the city limits aflhia. However, despite their desperation and
their painfully close proximity to the urban aréfaey had to resist their longing to enter the city
and seek shelter. The thought of those houseshedlths and markets with food tortured them -
so close and yet so far. They were Jews, “dirtyhyfiJews,” in the words of some of the
townspeople. Even with their new identities, tharfeemained deep inside and they knew they
were never safe.

After a few weeks, they were serendipitously redduga peasant, whose hospitality was
a blessing. However, one afternoon, Josephina’s fiked with fear. They heard dogs raising a
racket in the distance. The barks and howls wardyieg. They guessed that the son of the
household had betrayed their true identity. Josepbkplained to Irma that they must part ways.
They were too conspicuous together. And so mothérdaughter walked in separate directions.
That was it - Irma was never to see her mothemagai
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She paused in her story and looked across the rédollowed her gaze and saw that
Irma was focusing on what seemed to be a photercfid her daughter. Irma began to explain
her daughter’s reaction to this part of her stoHer daughter, apparently, had been appalled at
Josephina’s decision to leave her daughter’s sfeording to Irma, her daughter did not, and
would not, be able to comprehend the situation #red necessity of doing what needed to be
done, regardless of the pain. | looked away from pihoto and back towards Irma’s face. |
imagined the fear that must have taken over ashaldeo fend for herself at such a young age. |
wondered if Irma herself totally understood andegated her mother’s decision.

Irma began her long journey to Krakow. This tripki@kow faired no better than the last
one. After only a couple of weeks, Irma was caugliside after curfew. Because of her false
papers, she was not identified as a Jew and threrefas sent not to a concentration camp but to
a labor camp in Germany. Without family or frienttsna was truly alone. She was strong and
she remained just as determined to keep going.stiength allowed her to face the horrors of
the Holocaust awaiting her in Germany.

At the labor camp, she began with harsh metal wbdt scarred her body, giving a
physical presence of the scars that she sustamnleeriheart. During her time as a metal worker,
Irma suffered through inhumane shifts. As the dagat on, the shifts got drawn out, becoming
longer and more exhausting. After working a twefteenr shift, she lay down on the cold, hard
cement, and covered herself with cardboard. This in@v she slept. Once, she was rudely
awakened by a German solider kicking the cardboset her. He made a few nasty comments
before forcing her back to work. This was how shed.

Following this she was transferred to another lal@mp in Dormagen. The work at this
fabric industry for parachutes, 1.G. Fraben Indasirwas intense and grueling. Bronislawa
Jalowiecka and one other girl were required to low&r, feed, bathe and generally take care of
at least 40 children, who were anywhere from sixithe to a year and a half. It was not easy
work. The children had all been taken away fromwieenen in the camp. The intention was to
“Germanize” them.

At one point, the Germans closed down all theHmist in the area. They herded the
prostitutes into the labor camps. These workerstemtly made fun of Irma and her friend, and
found their innocence amusing. Despite her tiriryky she still had the strength to fight this
pressure and remained true to her character. Jlystianother example of her resilient spirit.

Irma Broclawski turned and quietly said to me, fQxdhink it was a picnic, labor camps,
no." Shaking her head, she looked away. Stilldoauher eyes elsewhere, she burst out, “This
was how we lived. We were - like a dog! Everybadyecto kick and you had no right to say...
because you were scared when you opened your rtteutBermans would kill you or send you
to a concentration camp.”

Meanwhile, Irma's eldest brother, Arthur, joined the military in Poland. He was
wounded as a result and sent to a POW camp. Higyfa®nt him care packages whenever
possible, though they never knew if the package® weceived. At the time, her other brother,
Edward, was on the run from the Nazis and otheisRaollaborators. He eventually escaped to
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Russia, or so the family had thought. One day, dgyaidence, a happy coincidence, she came
across her brother’s friend in Dormagen on her Wagk to her living quarters. He told her to
escape with him and go to where her brother wasgbleeld as a prisoner of war. Though she
didn’t know the friend and it was very dangerou® decided to take the chance.

As she had began recalling the meeting with thenét, she looked as anxious as if she
was being forced to make the decision at that wesgnent. She then snapped back to the present
and explained the decision to go through with thaky plan saying, “When you like your life,
you will do very risky things.”

So they escaped. Unbelievably, after all this tand after all they had gone through, the
brother and sister were reunited. There was a caihever. Officially, Irma Ferber was no
longer Irma Ferber, the sister of Arthur Ferbercduld, under no circumstances, be discovered
that they were siblings. Eventually, Arthur becatoacerned that the Gestapo in the area were
suspicious of him, especially since he still reredinArthur Ferber, a Jewish man. Arthur
managed to sneak into an office and change sonttgeategistry and transportation papers. He
succeeded in changing it so that they were bothlv&ing transported to Vienna.

Once in Vienna, Irma registered for domestic wékhur was very adamant that Irma
was not a maid, especially not for some German worgall, Irma went through with it, and the
siblings parted ways. Even with the harsh treatnséat received from her mistress, she still
remained in Vienna until it was liberated at the efthe war.

The end of WWII may have finally arrived, but tbain and anguish was not destined to
end. Soviet soldiers raided and plundered a numobplaces. They harassed and raped a great
number of women. Irma was fated to suffer througis tis well. After recovering for a few
months in Budapest, she traveled the difficult gatiheturn to Poland. Her goal was to reunite
with her family. She remained certain she wouldi fihem, but she was only disappointed. All
Irma had left with was a ring her mother had berergwhen she was sixteen, and a box of
family photos.

Irma recalled that her mother’s brother, Josept,tds German wife, Elisabeth, lived in
Krakow. Yet again she made her way there. Uponirfimdher, they immediately took her in.
Irma did not judge Elisabeth for her German natiibyna

Now returning to her childhood, she spoke, “I wassed not to hate any race, any
nation... because nobody chooses where they're, Ioigmt?”

Despite being German, Elisabeth did not endorgefdlw Germans’ actions. Irma
ended up living with them for several years. Shenskearned the fate of her mother. Just a
month before the end of the war, Josephina wasyerand found out to be a Jew. The Gestapo
shot her dead on the street. Irma had found otithérasecond eldest brother was herded by the
Gestapo who shot him too, as he declared that seawaw.

Now, back in Krakow, Irma found some menial worktlw city. It was there that she
came across her future husband.
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This was one of the only times in the interviewt thhma did not appear infinitely
distressed. She smiled and dreamily recalled hagktutheir relationship progressed.

Unfortunately, he, too, had endured the anguiswaf He understood her pain and she
his. They went on only nine dates before gettingaged. In spite of her uncle’s protests that he
was not the man for her niece, she went ahead ardesh the man she loved. They were
married happily for more than half a century.

Irma stands up and walks over to a small bookstedf motions for me to join her. She
gestures to the framed picture on top of it. Tredupe is of her late husband. Beside the photo is
a small vase with a single, red rose. This bravenam looks at her husband with love in her
eyes. That she still has the capability to lovepdesthe traumatic experiences of her younger
years is miraculously wonderful.

Irma Ferber Broclawski began with the fact thas ia wonder she’s alive. | think it's a
wonder that she could move on from her nightmagigberience and manage to go on to have a
wonderful life. Irma ends her story with tears welling up in heegyShe hopes that | will do her
story justice. Her story is one that needed to &t and one that she needed to tell.
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By Peter Molina and Belinda Aguilar

Jose Castro was born in Albuquerque, NM. As a ciielworked alongside his father,
picking sugar beets and cotton. He then moved tBdsb, TX in 1936, and began working for
the railroad cleaning passenger trains in 1940.

Prior to joining the military, Mr. Castro did nonh&w much about Hitler and the Nazi
regime. He had read newspapers and did not knowtdbe conflicts that initiated the war. It
was not until Jose was drafted to join the militaryMarch 1944 that he learned about the Nazis
and their concentration camps, extermination camgps, chambers, and Adolf Hitler. After
joining the military, Jose was stationed in Paestliaty. He was later told that he was going to
be with General Eisenhower. As they were headingth®r destination (with General
Eisenhower) the next day, they were turned backtdube terrible weather conditions. Jose
indicated that there was too much snow. After baingk in Paestum for three months, they
were sent to General Patton.

Jose and his unit were ordered to pick up equipneams and horses that the Germans
had left behind. This assignment took them seves dad seven nights to complete. During the
completion of this assignment, they came acroseaa dzl. He also recalls coming across a
bridge, halfway across the bridge they were cdblack because a unit before had already been
through that area. There was an empty field on kvkiey conducted a sweep and came across
70 Germans in the field that had ran out of amnnomit

While serving in World War Il, he heard a lot ofrtble things about the concentration
camps. “I heard that they were no good, and thay tvere heavily guarded,” Mr. Castro
mentioned. While trying to make it to the concettracamps, Joe was wounded in the Battle of
the Bulge, the largest land battle in World WawHere 500,000 Americans fought.

After coming back from the war, Jose Castro wasgeized for serving his country and
was given twadPurple Heartawards. He was also awarded several medals igmémm of his
heroism. He received his Honorable Discharge Geaté in 1945, and has been very involved in
veteran issues ever since. Jose volunteered &tAhdedical Center in Fresno for over 10 years
as an outreach and veteran advocate, and stiiCipates in some of the VA events. He currently
lives with his granddaughter and her family.

Through the years, Jose Castro has been very dyarn what he went through during
World War II. “Whenever they asked, | was alwaydling to share my experiences with them,”
he said. His favorite story is about a time whemias walking with his unit and was ordered to,
“Take cover!” by his superior. He dove in to a sgedine, and when he looked up to see what
was going on, a bullet hit him his helmet, whereeihained lodged. After his unit took control
of the situation, he went back to find the helnhet, it was gone. That helmet was important to
him because it saved his life, but he was never @bfind it.
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When asked what he learned by being a World Wabliier, he replied, “I learned to
obey my officers, take orders and execute thent@abe a strong man.”
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By Esha Roy

Remembering the Calamity: A Memoir Through a Sunviv Eyes

Decimation Obliteration Annihilation Genocide These are powerful, terrifying words
when used in the normal connotation. But can thesms even attempt to do justice to the
excruciating experience of the Holocaust felt byrsamny innocent people? The persecution and
subsequent extermination of the Jewish people #m&t einority groups by the Nazis is said to
be the greatest transgression against humanityl afree. We can, however, take some small
measure of comfort in knowing that we can learnr@eagdeal from those who were able to
survive such a harrowing time in our history, alilogvus to never forget the brutal agony that
approximately 17 million innocent people enduretiexen a century ago.

One such survivor, Jeff Imas, was born on Novenidgr 1932 in the small city of
Bender, a town only 40 miles from Gimau (Kishinyov), the capital of the Eastern European
nation of Moldova. With all the men but two in Hemily enlisted in the Soviet Army during
World War I, Jeff was raised primarily by his methAnna Imas and his grandmother, Seema
Imas.

Though he had some idea of the impending turmatl flad started to rack Europe in the
late 1930’s, Jeff could not have imagined the extd¢barbarianism that would soon overturn his
life. He heard rumors of the war in Poland, indglby Hitler and Nazi Germany, but Jeff really
only vaguely feared an idea at the time, an unngrieality that had not yet reached him.

Jeff was a mere nine years old when his trepidattamed into reality. His family had
moved to the small city of Balta in southwesternrditke early in Jeff's life, and when the
Germans began to rampage through the area, hisyfasgan to contemplate evacuation. One
day, his family packed up what few belongings theg and took off on foot in an attempt to
escape. After 20 miles of straight travel, the fgnidund themselves on the front lines of a
battle, with Romanians and Germans on one sideten&oviet Army on the other. Jeff and his
family had no choice but to turn around and retorBalta.

Sometime after the family’s return home, it was amrced that a few blocks in Balta
would be reorganized as a Jewish ghetto, emphgsthi@ narrowness of the persecution. A
plethora of regulations was issued to the inhatstahthe new ghetto, each of which had to be
followed to the letter. Each of these rules stratkhe normalcy of everyday life, such as the
restriction against leaving the ghetto without pesion or the statute that forbid people from
being able to go to the farmer’'s market to retridved. If it were not for many of their
benevolent Russian neighbors who smuggled foodsapglies into the city, the people would
have starved. At that point, however, the forcd tazi Germany was inflicting upon Ukraine
was almost superficial compared to what was to come
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The winter of 1941 to 1942 was one of the mostialiff seasons experienced by the
Ukrainian people in many years. It was also thst fivinter that the Romanians and Germans
began the process of liquidation in the Jewishtghst

The systematic and complete eradication of the Jgwsieans of extermination camps
was referred to as the “Final Solution” by Nazi @any. When the Third Reich encroached on
the city of Balta, they stirred immense fears ansbrige Jews and their sympathizers, yet not
much understanding of their presence in the cithei amassing the incredible number of
people meant to be transported to the concentratgonps, the soldiers never informed the
victims of their ultimate destination—rather, thegtailed only how everyone should take
valuables, but the Nazis’ real intentions were ittepthose valuables from the people in a few
days. Herded by foot, the assembled masses mai@ivadds an uncertain end.

During this march of death, Jeff recalled a speatioment that made his heart shudder.
As they walked along, an older man began to feshéndously ill; perhaps he had a weak heart,
as he began to keel over in pain. Barbarically, Rmeanian soldiers began to push and prod
him, forcing him to continue marching. When he cbubt cooperate due to his illness, the
soldiers cracked his head open with their rifleduilh view of the crowd. This would prove a
catastrophic foreshadowing of the future of thesleBalta.

On the third night of the march, a woman approadhedgroup and notified them that
the party which arrived before them had been takemconcentration camp to be exterminated.
Fearing for their lives, Jeff's family needed a wayescape. With soldiers guarding their every
move, rifles pointed in every direction they turnedlvation seemed unattainable. The group
was stopped in a building which was originally desid to shelter hundreds of pigs every night,
and Jeff and his family found their opportunity. Wkraine, the buildings were made of supple
clay, not the concrete of modern architecture. Ufioding a small chink in the back wall, the
group worked together with spoons and forks to widlee hole enough for a body to slip
through. One by one, they sneaked out of the mgldirhe family rapidly slipped through the
woods to safety, traveling only at night for fedrb®ing captured during the daylight hours.
During the day, they took refuge in the haystadiet tvere plentiful in the countryside. After
several days of insufferable travel, the family @ntered a benevolent woman who took them
in for the night, offering them food, warm bedsgdadgtirections on how to return to Balta. A
blessing in the darkest of times, the woman’s tmsi® allowed the group to return to their
home in the ghetto, and at the time of their retdine liquidation had thankfully stopped for
unknown reasons. They remained there until theogéiMiarch 1944.

Life in the ghetto was intolerable, but the Jewd ha other choice but to comply with
the rules established by the Nazis. AlImost everyoribe ghetto was forced to work, usually for
little or no remuneration. When Jeff was 10 yedds be was forced to work in a furniture
factory as a gopher, with the only payment beingdfBecause he was a child, he was exempt
from the harshest treatment and was often giverplsimasks. Life seemed to regain some
semblance of normalcy, as they carried on withrtthiaily routines.

Another situation that was truly unnerving for Jeffcurred in the ghetto when a night
two or three days before liberation, two Germanliess known as “Feldjandarms” knocked on
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the Imas’ door. German soldiers carried an immeamseunt of clout in the Nazi hierarchy, even

more so than the SS, the Nazi paramilitary foraespite their fear, they noted that the knock on
their door was a light tap, as opposed to the inmgosounds that generally arrived when the SS
were coming to take a family away. The Feldjandameguested permission to be housed
overnight, and Jeff's family had no choice butd&e them in and give up their second room. In
the middle of the night, there was a tremendousknand two SS soldiers were at the doorstep,
probably with the intent of taking the Imas famdway. The higher ranking German soldiers,
empathizing with the family, turned the SS soldiaveay. If it were not for the small act of

kindness on the part of the Feldjandarms, Jefframfiamily would have been sent to their death.

Unlike numerous other victims of the Holocaust,f Befd his family were relatively
fortunate, as they were able to escape death $ewvees and survive the war. When asked if he
and the Jews of Balta continued to be religiouslevin captivity, Jeff explained that most
everyone prayed, yet after witnessing such unspakenrrors firsthand, they were skeptical of
God. Where was God when 17 million innocents wengsily murdered; where was he when
tens of thousands of innocent children were messijetortured, Jeff thought. His family was
not extremely pious in their beliefs, yet beingjsated to such discrimination invoked a sense of
nationalism and unity in the victims in general.vitg to wear the Star of David on his
garments, Jeff describes his mixed feelings of Ipoithe in this national symbol of his faith and
culture and indignity in the obvious mockery ofttegmbol.

Today, Jeff still feels the same extreme emotidret he felt when he was a child
subjected to the horrors of the Holocaust. Lifemathe end of the war was a relief, yet not a walk
in the park. Jeff worked to help support himseld &is family, eventually building up status and
gaining much support financially. Jeff moved to Amoa in 1989 with his wife Clara Imas, and
his extended family, including his son and two gicrldren.

Jeff Imas’ story is sobering, shocking, and temifyy real, and it is for these reasons that
it is absolutely imperative that it be commemorafBge Holocaust was a calamity so atrocious
that it would not do its victims justice to simpknow the history of the period and what
occurred. The stories, the experiences of the mgtthat encompassed the essence of the
Holocaust, should be passed on and venerated fesrargtion to generation, so that all those
who died should not have gone in vain. We are Iucklgave survivors like Jeff Imas to remind
us of this terrible stage in our history and toverd the repetition of another such act of hate
against humanity.
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By Sheer Dadon

A-2136

How do great, strong people become only greg¢tgaad numbers? Jews and Europeans
were friends, business partners, and neighbors.eMery when Adolph Hitler stepped into the
picture, everything began to change. How is it fimsghat decades of friendship and partnership
turned to hatred in a matter of months? How coulaktithat young children, like Ernst Hacker,
were called “Swine Jews” or “Dirty Jews” after Hitls arrival in 1938? How were families,
friendships, and marriages torn apart because efnacked man? Sitting beside Ernst Hacker, |
was asking myself those questions. It was onlyrdfteeard his touching story that | realized
there is only one possible answer to those questiOnly secretly, deceivingly, and extremely
gradually do humans become numbers. Ernst Hackeghtame how Hitler and the Nazis
gradually took over Europe and how they affectedlife.

Ernst Hacker was born in Schwarzenbach, Austrigdpm 29, 1929. His father Samuel

was born in Shauzenbach, and his mother, Adelel&jegas born in Lackenbach. Ernst had a
younger brother, Leo, who was born in Vienna onuday 16, 1932. Ernst Hacker had a
wonderful childhood until the Nazis invaded theltage in 1938. He lived in a three story house
that contained a bakery and a store. There wasdaayal a garden with fruit trees, chickens, and
horses behind his house. In Burgenland, the am&ahth lived in, there were only two Jewish
families. Ernst’s parents made sure that no nomdwood entered their home. Later, Ernst told
me that his parents even had a separate kitchdPefach that was closed all year round. Kosher
food and Shabbat candles were brought from Vienrtdowever, there was no synagogue in
Schwarzenbach; Ernst and his family had to travelud one hour by horse to Lackenbach,
where the closest synagogue was located.

When the Nazis came into his village in 1938, thifmpgan to change. When Ernst
received his report card at school, Israel was @doédis name. All of his friends turned against
him and called him “Swine Jew” and “Dirty Jew.” Tharrested his father but then said to him,
“Oh, you don’t look like a Jew; you can go homeri’ 1940, Ernst and his family had to move to
Vienna, where they were forced to wear a yellow 8tdDavid badge bearing the German word
‘Jude’ (Jew). There, three families, including Hésnily, shared a three bedroom apartment.
Ernst was afraid of being attacked as he walketherstreets of Vienna. Children would throw
rocks at him. People who were sent to harass Jamse into Jewish stores and broke
everything. There were food and coal shortages.tlamgossessions that were taken from them
when they left for Vienna were never returned. Emas sent to a Jewish community school,
and his father worked for the Jewish communityw#ts during this time that the transports
started. Jews were being sent to many places, aodenknew exactly where. Soon after Ernst’s
Bar Mitzvah in October 1942, he and his family weeat to Theresienstadt.

The first thing that Ernst mentioned to me aboetTheresienstadt ghetto was that it was

a place where the Germans assembled all the Jéewgs from Holland, France, and Germany
were brought to this town, which was built likeatfess. Food was scarce, and the labor was
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very difficult and intense. The Jews living in tlydtetto were forced to write back to people who
sent them parcels in order to make them believeything was all right. Many people died from
hunger and sickness; however, it wasn’'t a camp eviveny Jews were killed outright. From this
ghetto, Jews were sent on train transports to dtications. There were Jewish police who were
in charge of the ghetto. If the Germans wantectms transport, they came to the Jewish police
and told them what day and how many Jews they waot&ansport.

Ernst’s mother was ill and had an operation. At shene time, Ernst was working as a
shoemaker. He had to heat an iron to wax the leasimel one day he suddenly caught on fire.
His roommates were able to extinguish the fire wecing him with mattresses and covers, but
his entire body was burnt and he had to use cratéfransports continued. Ernie and his family
went to the ghetto leader, Mr. Murmelstein, andedsk they could stay behind because both
Ernie and his mother were sick. He responded bingdfat there were too many Hackers there,
so Ernst, his family, and Walter’'s family (his con)swvere sent to Auschwitz in May 1944. Ernst
told me that it was absolutely terrible living img ghetto, but he made sure to emphasize that the
living conditions in Theresienstadt were heaven gared to what he went though afterwards. In
May 1944, all hell broke loose.

Ernst and his entire family traveled for four orefidays on cattle wagons. One hundred
fifty or more people were put in one wagon. As Erdescribed the living and sanitary
conditions during these few days, | realized thatnf then on things would become even worse.
They were given no food, and there was no plagmtto the toilet. Ernst described himself and
the rest of the Jews as being reduced by thistgrteebeing animals. They no longer felt human.
As they arrived in Auschwitz, their luggage wasthin into a pile. His father tried to keep a pot
with some jewelry covered with fat, but Ernst knéhat the Germans would kill his father, so he
convinced him to leave it. | couldn’t even imagimaw a fifteen-year-old boy could survive the
living conditions in Auschwitz. There were fencesreunding groups of barracks, the fences
were charged with electric power, and SS with days sticks would scream at them, “Herraus,
herraus, schnell; out with you quickly!” This wBgkenau! Ernst couldn’t help but notice the
fire and smoke in the distance. At night, they desareams and saw the flames coming from the
gas chambers and crematoria. At the beginning lgf there was a selection. Mengele came into
the camp, and on thé"&r 9" of July, he gave an order to bring all young bfysselection.
Ernst and Walter were put on one side, but hishieroLeo was put on the other. Walter wanted
to return to his parents but for some reason Eigliethat if they were together, they would
survive, so he grabbed him and convinced him tp sta

Ernst and Walter were put in Lager D, the Mannetagr “camp for men”. The
Mannerlager was next to Camp C, a camp for Hungariamen. Ernst told me that he will
never forget Agnes Ganzfreid, a woman who gave tEangiece of bread during those times
when a piece of bread was like a million dollarbréle days after Ernst came to D camp, all
those who were left in the B camp were thrown aicks and taken into the crematorium. This
included his father, mother, and brother! This Washardest part for Ernie. As he told me this,
he broke down in tears and said he couldn’t undedstvhy the Germans killed all those who
were in the family camp. What was even more sigkgnvas that they had been forced to send
letters back to the ghetto to show that everytwag okay, and as soon as they did that, the
Germans gassed them. For the next year, thingstdienh any easier. Prisoners had to pull
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wagons like horses, the Germans took babies aed/ ttitem into the air in order to shoot them,
and babies were even torn apart. Prisoners wergrjputerrified, and hopeless. Ernst said that
all they could think about was food. He ate raspee and became sick with stomach typhus.
Ernie even began hallucinating from starvatiorwdis absolutely horrible. Everything was now
done openly because the Jews were completely dineiercontrol.

One of Ernst’'s worst experiences during the Holst&ook place during the evacuation
of Birkenau, also known as the “Death March.” Iredember, the Russian army was
approaching, so they were sent out of the campfarwd to walk towards Gleiwitz. Sixty
thousand Jews marched out of Birkenau under hergbhditions. They began to arrive at a
field, and suddenly the SS, using machine gunstestdo shoot. Ernst and Walter ran into a
forest, but 10 minutes later they were capturedhey SS and put through another transport.
After several days of walking with wooden shoesmow and rain, they were loaded into coal
wagons with 180 to a wagon. They traveled for sedays with no food or water, only snow
and urine. By the time they arrived in Buchenwaldanuary of 1945, 80 percent were frozen.
They were then crowded into a barrack with sevea bed, and here too the conditions were so
horrible that some prisoners killed newcomers l@irtsoup tokens.

Ernst was in Buchenwald from January until Aprill845. Suddenly one day, the camp
was being evacuated, and Jews were being takeshartdTony, a Czech communist who was
good to them, told Ernie and the rest to hide emgbwer lines. The Germans left, and for days,
until the Americans came, they ate dog biscuitg les stone. On April 11, 1945, Ernst and
Walter were liberated.

Ernst lives today in California with his wife BilhBle has children and grandchildren, but
he relives these Holocaust tragedies every nighe &f the last things that Ernst told me was
that he will never be at peace with the war. Etgefay, he doesn’t understand how the world
could allow such a calamity to occur. He expressed thought by telling me that on March
1944, he saw many planes, and the Jews pleadbdrtotb drop bombs on the crematorium, but
no one did anything. Not a day passes by withoott thinking about his beautiful parents and
relatives that were murdered in this genocide. Emight have been liberated from Buchenwald
on April 11, 1945, but his pain and suffering isliess. He doesn’t explain why the Holocaust
happened because he himself can’'t make any senseAdifhe can do is share his experiences
with the world and help us, present and future gians, prevent such a thing from happening
again.

It was an honor for me to hear this story from sanhamazing and inspirational man. |
hope that when people read this account, theyumidlerstand that this wasn’t so long ago, and
that if we do not develop tolerance for each othethis culturally diverse world, such a thing
can happen again. In order to have a bright, pahtgfire, we must remember the mistakes of
the past and learn from them. The most importangtiwve can do today is remember, because
through remembrance will come prevention. | wileeforget Ernst’s story or his final words to
me: “Never forget what the world did to us.”
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Otliistved Zetbn

By Quesia Alcaraz

They Will Lose, We Will Survive

Winston Churchill once said, “Those that fail tarfe from history are doomed to repeat
it". The most direct form of history is personalstary. Michel Zelon confronted inhumane
atrocities in his life through his experience andvival of the Holocaust. For many years, his
experience remained hidden behind locked lips; Melon suppressed his horrific past
subconsciously. However, when the barbaric actthefHolocaust were brought to light, he
decided that he must share his story.

Michael Zelon was born and raised in Plozk, Pol&helwas born to a traditional Jewish
family of five on April 16, 1922. In his youth heaw actively involved in school. Education was
emphasized during his upbringing. Mr. Zelon, likamg children at the time, played soccer,
hockey, and was on the swimming team. He was veekpted and considered his education a
priority.

However, dark winds began to transform his life &l him to experience one of the
greatest failures of western civilization: the Hmast. In 1937, Hitler's teachings and campaigns
of anti-Semitism throughout Europe led to the pauien of Jews and other groups who were
considered “unfit” to the Aryan culture. One nightr. Zelon’s life was drastically changed. He
and his family lost their home, their belongingadaheir freedom. A group of SS officers
handed his father a document which made it cleair his belongings, from that day forward,
were owned by the German government. That nightyteing Jews were killed and 9,000 Jews
were forced to leave the life they knew. Even mwere forced into Jewish ghettos. While
living in ghettos, Jews were under the strict S8.rlihey were forced to wear the Star of David
on their sleeves, or a yellow spot above theirthd@drese symbols were considered the “spot of
shame” for the Jews. The Jewish people were madeotk long hours under horrid weather
conditions and received constant beatings fronthe

Mr. Zelon expressed that he never found a Germam shlowed sympathy toward Jews
during this time of his life. “They were brainwashand if they had a heart, they failed to
demonstrate it. Their ideas and beliefs were inaefmgnsible,” said Mr. Zelon.

He recalled that on one occasion he received aesdeating from a SS officer, much
bigger in size than himself. Mr. Zelon decided tiia&nyone were to beat him again, he would
fight back. His father, Meir Zelon, warned him, ‘‘@e&ns have no conscious, they will shoot
you. It would be better to be alive than to figlack and die.” Because he listened to his father,
he is here today to tell people his experience.

From mid February through the first of March of 194roups of SS officers beat and
rushed every Jew out of the ghettos. With no exaepr pity toward the old, the sick, children,
or women, all Jews were forced to leave their hoore® again. This time they were headed to
horse stables. The Jews were either killed or tbittesleep on straw or cement floors. For
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eleven days, thousands of Jews lived in these ttondi However, unity within families
produced a sense of relief and hope. On the elewday, these groups of Jewish prisoners were
taken to the primitive, poor Polish city of Radomsglter living in that city for a few months,
the majority of people died due to hunger and weratbnditions.

On May of 1941 Mr. Zelon and his brother William regaken to Sk&ysko-Kamienna,
Poland, to a forced labor camp.

Mr. Zelon recalls the first two weeks of living iBkaSysko-Kamienna as being
unbelievably horrible. They were forced to build raad tracks and were supervised by a cold
hearted, strict SS officer. After fourteen days,wes moved to a different division. Mr. Zelon
then worked as a mechanic in an ammunitions factdtiitough he no longer received beatings,
he was still a prisoner living behind wires.

Mr. Zelon was one of 1500 Jews who were divided thtee divisions: aircraft, machine
gun bullet production, and other manual work. Zelwas assigned to work in the bullet
production division. Mr. Zelon worked twelve houmifts, seven days a week and alternated
between daytime shifts and night shifts. As pegpéw old or sick, they were machine-gunned
in the woods. Mr. Zelon, and the other workershat site, were supervised by Officer Harry. If
something went wrong with the line of productiohe tmachines broke, or an error was
committed, the workers were taken to the upstamssic room.”

In this “music room” men were forced to pull dowretr pants and take a beating. This
room received its name because screams, pleadsriaadvere heard all the way down stairs on
the factory floor. On one occasion, Mr. Zelon ré;ad man named Mancasz was beaten to such
degree that he couldn’t pull up his pants or si¢ dibe painful bruising and swelling of his
buttocks and legs. When walking down the stairsnftbe music room Mancasz exclaimed in
Yiddish, “This beating will not help thentThey will lose and we will survive them!” Mr. Zelpn
too, suffered the terrors that took place in theiSma room”, but knew his survival depended on
his optimism and hope. It would have been very dashim to die in the camp. Mr. Zelon felt
had to muster whatever hope he could just to sarviv

Because the Russians were invading Germany, theff@8rs began moving the Jews
toward the west, some on a route to Buchenwaldy Tvere forced to continue working long
hours, were near starvation and lived in horrildaditions. As the Russians progressed through
Germany, Mr. Zelon and his brother were terrifieckbhow that there was a large probability that
all that Jewish prisoners would be killed. Consedlye on August of 1944, they knew they had
to take action. While the rest of the Jews wereddronto cattle cars and were on their way to
Buchenwald and other destinations, the Zelon brethigl in the German administration building
of the campAfter everyone had gone, they managed to escap&eantkd east in the direction
of the Russians.

They walked along some railroad tracks where theyewound by mounted Russian
Solders. Mr. Zelon and his brother were accusdaeofg German Spies and were escorted back
to a Russian base. After conversing in Yiddish with main officer at a camp, explaining who
they were and their circumstances, they were gsmne money and the freedom that they had
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been longing for years. It wasn't until sometimeeathey were free that Mr. Zelon felt he could
talk about his experience. Many people around lomiccnot at first believe the atrocities that he
suffered.

When they returned home, the Mayor of Plozk greehesn with a kiss-- the Mayor
swore to kiss the first survivors he met--and génaam an apartment where they decided to live
and begin a new life. It was only then that theynf@ out their family had been murdered. Mr.
Zelon returned to school to receive a superior atioic. After final examinations, he met a
beautiful Jewish girl, and at the age of twentyrfba married. Mr. Zelon was told by many that
there was no future for him in Poland, so he camgthhis education at the University of Munich
in Germany. There, he received his Bachelors anstdfis degrees in electrical engineering. In
1952, Mr. Zelon and his wife moved to the Unitedt&¢, where he worked as a chief engineer
on the Apollo Space Project, the Space Shuttle,ather defense related projects. He and his
wife were blessed with two beautiful daughters.rédsed them to believe that everyone is equal
and hatred should not be found in oneself.

Although Mr. Zelon endured six years of hungeriugg and beatings, he has no hatred in
his heart. On the contrary, he believes that weulshnot only tolerate one another, but have
genuine love for each other. Mr. Zelon believest tiie only way to bring an end to the
genocides happening around the world is to edupsteple. Education molds people’s
personalities to the point that they are more Yikel decide to bring about positive changes in
the world.

Michael Zelon unlocked his lips and says that her shares his Holocaust experiences
with a single purpose, to share this message: tBgant in life and aim to better yourself by
education and doing good deeds. Be good to peoypledfill the needs of others around the
world. Never, never, never, let there be an inhuenaagedy again. | consider the Holocaust a
spot of shame of the Western Civilization. It slibbe a lesson for every individual around the
world.” The Holocaust, as viewed through Michaelah’'s personal experience, teaches us a
tragic lesson of history and we must ensure thatloveot repeat it.
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Lorw Fhotttrnd

By Devyn Gortner

That was on a Saturday Afternoon

Lou Schotland made neither judgments nor recritiong, yet he understood well the
concepts of human frailty, human fear, and humadiglite The people of his story reflect
humanity in a word, a gesture, or lack thereof. réMimnportantly they, along with Schotland,
reflect the making of a higher aesthetic; a vidizat has achieved a unique stature in the ideals
of society. From a people who have undergone schnsuffering at the hands of individuals
with corrupted ideals, can emerge the epitome @fifeness, hope and understanding that lends
to a perspective of humanity to be seen througlewa Iight with fresh eyes and heightened
understanding. While some may argue that thig stolike those other tragedies of World War
I, 1 believe it is unique in that it is the pertedustration of Schotland’s attitude toward his
experiences. Very few can remember or relate & ebents that he has endured, and the
conception of his astute memory proves the impodasf the people and dates involved in his
life. Only two types of people can be born outtleé ashes of such a war: those who are
resentful, hateful, and unforgiving; and those wilepresent compassion, graciousness, and
forgiveness. Lou Schotland is an inspirational nmathat he holds neither recriminations nor
accusations, and thus, he can embrace his pasi/doube commended and admired for what he
endured.

Schotland was born on January 9, 1922 in Zwolenarfdl where he lived with his
mother, father, two sisters, and two brothers leefos family moved to Radom, Poland in 1935.
As a boy, Schotland attended the community’s Jemigilic school. His father was a merchant,
and his grandparents owned a leather making factditye community in which he lived was
small, and being Jewish didn’t seriously affect Iifis before the Nazi invasion of Poland on
September 1, 1939. In fact, it wasn’t until theveeof Hitler's escalating power reached Poland
around 1934 that tensions began to increase angstiegan to change. As Schotland recalls,
“There was anti-Semitism, but it wasn’'t bad...legaliye were treated like the ‘Poles’—no
different”. Nonetheless, in the first weeks of tepber of 1939, Schotland’s family was among
those who were forced to bear the yellow Star ofida Eventually, the atmosphere became so
unfavorable that he and his elder brother ran atwag small farm called Szedlick that was
owned by their uncle. The area in which the farasvocated had been taken over by the
Russians, and at the time experienced heavy bombimjortunately, the conditions there were
almost worse than back in Radom. The soldierolhaty the area would take the people, even
the women and children, and beat them. Thus, &ittand his brother decided to return to
Radom, where they were reunited with their familys Schotland remembers, “it was chaos”.
The Jewish families were put into a ghetto and aeywho questioned authority or stepped out
of line was beaten severely. Their lives wereiedrout under the constant watch of guards.
The belongings they had were few, and the solduengld raid the homes and ship back goods
and valuables that had been abandoned back to Ggrma

On June 15, 1942 Lou Schotland married his curvafé, Dorothy, in the ghetto of
Radom. The reason for this was that soon afteNtdms came in the night with police dogs and
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flashlights, ordering an evacuation from the ghefithey separated people into different groups
to be relocated. At the time, Schotland remainét tis wife, although she urgently wanted to
visit her sister who hadn’t returned from a visitsee their mother. Schotland, however was not
willing to let her go. He told her “Stay with mieecause if you go over there, you cannot help
her anymore, and there’s a chance that you willHé ever finished his thought). He and his
wife were among the few who weren’t evacuated dméotrain that came to take the Jews away.
“Where the train went, where it took them, | couldell you. To other places of course, but |
don’t know. What they did was load them on boxeard...we never heard from them again”.
A couple months later, Dorothy got sick, and Scadlgot concerned.

“That was a Saturday afternoorand | went out to see a doctor in the flea maraet

he stopped me, a Jewish policeman.” When Schotliedi to explain he was getting medicine

for his wife, the policeman only replied “I am sgrbut | cannot let you go. If | let you go, they

are going to kill me.” The policeman took Schotlaand another young man to the Gestapo
headquarters and got them drunk; the officers tagnthem purely for entertainment. The

officers accused the Jews of wanting to overthrbe government, which Schotland didn’t

understand and only replied, “We aren’t going tertiwvow the government, we just want to

survive.”

As Schotland remembers, he and the other man &k in separate basements for
eighteen days until they were finally brought bacto the headquarters and forced to sign
documents. “Of course we signed, we were afraidfie two men spent the night in the city jalil
and the next morning, were loaded onto a trainadaut three and a half days, the men arrived
in Auschwitz. “After we arrived, they took all olur clothing off—well, whatever we had; we
didn’t have much—and they sheared our heads andoouate parts before they gave us a
number.” Schotland’s number is 77019—he pulledhgpsleeve of his shirt to show me. | was
surprised by how easily he displayed the numbed bow comfortable he was with its
significance. “I asked they guy who did it, ‘Howroe you only have 19,000 people if | have
such a high number? Where are all the rest of theAnd he said, ‘If you're lucky, when you
go to take a shower, when you come back you’ll itheeanswer”. Schotland was among the
lucky few who were spared due to his youthful sgtan

He worked in the camp until May of 1943, and asrdraembers, the conditions were
awful: there was a common bath where people coashwhemselves, and they only received
one meal a day which was given after work. Inrttegning the prisoners were only given black
coffee. “They woke us up every morning, like faurfive o’clock in the morning, and took the
count to see if anybody was missing.” If peoplegened to be missing and never turned up,
they would take and shoot the same number of peaptehad escaped. “They did this for us to
see, so nobody would run away”. After his timeiimschwitz, Schotland was sent to Jaworzno
where he worked in the coal mines for three shiftiay until January of 1945. Instead of using
gas chambers at Jaworzno, if there were prisondrs killed, they were taken into the woods on
wagons and “dealt with"—killed and buried them tiginthe woods.

January 18, 1945 was the day that the prisonefawbrzno were evacuated to a German

camp called Béchamel due to the pressing Russidmarerican forces. The two day long trek
started out with a total of 3,500 people and endgdvith only 1,800. Many people froze to
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death and those who died were picked up and thmwwragons. If someone were still alive, but
fell behind, they were left in the woods to die.ch8tland remembers, “I fell asleep and
somebody picked me up and told me ‘Get up, you hawget up or they are going to kill you’
and | don’'t know who it was, but they helped mestovive.” When they arrived at the camp,
the survivors were given coffee and a piece of dare&ven after completing the journey,
Schotland was finished running away. “I said ‘I'ad enough, if I'm going to die, it's going to
be right here.” Chaos at the camp began to ertueto the ever-present pressure from the
looming ally forces. Schotland decided it was timéake action.

“We knew it was chaos. So what me and some atier did was hid under the beds.
The search came in and called us out but we kept.qisome they found and took out, and
some survived. The same day, some of the menghidied to get out and were killed by the
guards. We decided to stay until the next day, whdn we stuck our heads out, no one was
there so we ran out of the camp and were liberayetthe Russians in the forest. It was January
23% or 24". We met some French men, we found a dead hardeata of meal of French fries
and horse meat.

“I went back to Poland by train, and the Russianyadidn’t believe we were survivors
of the war, but we showed them our numbers and bieéigved.” Thus, Schotland returned to
Radom, where he found not a single member of mslyastill around. He traveled to the Czech
Republic where he found a soup kitchen of sortse and others were picked up by the
Americans and taken into Austria where they weea thanded over to the English as “displaced
people”. They were then sent to Italy where Sematlwaited until he heard word that his wife
and sister were alive in Germany. Even thoughspartation was unorganized and dangerous,
Shcotland was reunited with his sister and wif&tattgart, Germany. The three of them were
the only ones to survive the war, as his paren@ndparents, and other siblings were never
found. While Schotland’s older brother had surditiee war, he was very ill by the end and was
immobile. Schotland was forced to leave him, adeath bed and in the care of a nun in Italy.

Schotland, his sister and wife arrived in the Uhig&tates on May 31, 1946. They went
to stay with relatives in New Jersey. Schotlaraghlle that he hasn’t been on a boat since. He ate
so much the first night on account of the fact timatcould now celebrate substantial meals that
he got sick. They were picked up in New York ahdnt traveled to New Jersey where they
stayed for a week before they moved in with Dor@helatives in Youngstown, Ohio. They
stayed in Ohio until 1990 and eventually moved Heirt current residence in Agoura Hills,
California in 2008.

“I should not call them prisoners, because that'©nhwhat they were. They were all,

every single one of them, innocent people.”
-Lou Schotland
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G Ky

By Claire \V/iall

In light of the most recent attacks directed awide students at the University of
California, Davis campus, the story of survival asalirage of Ezra Klug is that much more
pressing to record. | met Ezra at the Reutlingem@anity for Jewish Living in Danville,
California, where he currently resides. He wasngjtin the dining room waiting between meals,
chatting with another survivor, Gloria Reid. Befave started the interview, Ezra made it clear
that he would tell me the truth, with no “hocus psitas he put it — what follows is his story.

Ezra grew up in Danzig, Germany, which is now GttarPoland. He lived in a nice
Jewish community, which he described as divers@idrcommunity there were Orthodox Jews,
Conservative Jews and Reform Jews; however, he madeto note that the reform Jews in
Danzig would be considered Orthodox in the Unitéates today. His community stuck together
and, starting in 1937, every month, one to two meddpeople were smuggled out of the
community to France, Palestine and various othergd in Europe. His older brothers and sisters
were smuggled out of his community to South Amer®aeden, and two of his siblings went to
Palestine. However, because he, his brother andistisr, who were left in Danzig, were so
young, it became too late to smuggle them out &fterwvar had started.

His parents made their money from business, dpaltyf importing and exporting goods
across Europe. Ezra said that while Anti-Semitiswags existed, it became explicit in Danzig
starting in 1938. While Danzig was supposed to leea state, established at the end of World
War |, by the Treaty of Versailles, Nazis and tt& \&ere present within the city. Jewish stores
and businesses were vandalized and Jewish homesyaadogues attacked. In 1939, Ezra’s
family packed up and moved to Poland. He saidwlas like jumping out of the frying pan into
the fire.

There was no love lost between Ezra and the Pahesespecially, the Catholic Church.
Anti-Semitism was widespread in Poland and Glodan{ed out that only the Poles would allow
such a camp like Auschwitz in their country. Anafsitism was taught in the home and was as
natural as “mother’s milk.” Ezra said that the @dithChurch knew what the Poles were doing,
sending Jews to the gas chambers, but they stoaddgid nothing.

In 1941, Ezra’s brother went into hiding, but haswcaught and killed. If you tried to run
away, most of the time you were caught by the Palesturned over to the Germans. Ezra was
all by himself. He was taken to Buchenwald in Easteermany, which he called the end of his
life - at least as he knew it at the time. He wastieen years old when he was taken to the camp,
but telling the Nazi soldiers was a death sentesoehe hid his true age. In the camp, he
performed essentially slave labor in the iron howsdracting iron from large rocks day and
night. There were about 500 people in the barradiere he slept with everyone on top of each
other in bunk beds that were four bunks to a roau Yook what you got. Food was scarce as
well. You took what you could steal - a slice oé&dd and some soup, but the food in the camp
was impossible to come by and kept him malnourished
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On April 10", 1945 at 10 in the morning, a date Ezra will nefoeget, General Patton’s
6th Army Division liberated him. Tears welled uphis eyes and he paused for several moments
before he started to speak about his liberatioos&hn the camp did not believe that the soldiers
were Americans. Ezra said it was like a circusbatty knew for sure what was happening. They
all thought they were simply German soldiers in Aigen uniforms — it had happened before.
However, there was a chaplain with tH& Bivision that said in Yiddish, “Don’t be afraidpy
are free.” To this day, Ezra thanks God for thatptain with the American troops.

The Americans did not want to leave the Buchenwaldivors in East Germany, since it
was already decided that the Russians would bagatiarge of that part of Germany as decided
at the Yalta Conference. The American soldiers chawoik with trucks and took the survivors to
Western Germany. This was the turning point in Bzliée; nothing would ever again be as
difficult as the persecution he faced as a Jewishif Nazi Germany and Nazi-occupied Poland.
Ezra said that life was now easy for him. He stategbathically that he had his freedom back -
no money in the world could buy that.

Ezra spent the next six years of his life in Pade went to school, learned French and
traveled across Europe. His brother, who had escap&outh America, was now in California
and sending him money to help him stay afloat whdewaited for immigration papers to come
to the United States. Ezra joined an organizatmncbncentration camp inmates and he noted
that he never felt any feelings of anti-Semitismlevin France. The French people, especially in
Paris, were welcoming to him and very kind, patady to the Jewish children who had
survived the concentration camps. However, notbomgpared to coming to the United States.

In 1951, Ezra received notification to come to tH& Embassy and there he was told that
he could immigrate to the United States. They dailehe Golden Land. Ezra was very happy
living in Paris, but there was something about tiited States, something that was better. It
was freer and offered more opportunity than anyehelse in the world. He jumped at the
chance to come to the United States. Ezra movéghitdax, California where his brother who
had been helping him lived. Thankful for the heip brother was able to give him to this day,
Ezra was able to go to school in California andreanglish. He became a citizen after five
years. He entered the furniture business, did feetimself, got married and had five children.

| asked Ezra if he ever went back to Germany darRband he said, “No, never.”
Everything he wanted in life he found here, so been wanted to leave. His story of courage
ends on a message of freedom. He told me thathkRrapeaking, there is no country like this
God given country- you come here, go to school,egeicated and have a good life.” When he
came to the United States, he had the freedomctves an education, enter into business, and
become a citizen. He feels that the people of areetation, those who came after WWII, never
ended up in jail, they all became good upstanditigeas and were the “most happiest guys you
can think of.” Ezra does not take the freedoms dee Here in the United States for granted. He
paid for them dearly. He is the youngest of hisifarno have survived, but when | met him, |
met a man who was truly happy to be living in thated States because when he came here, the
door was open for him to succeed and he did.
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By Kai Neander

A Young Boy Survives

Leon Berliner was born February 1, 1935 in AntweBglgium. His mother, Golda
Chariton, was an English teacher. His father, ior e own words, was a “gambler and loser”
who was divorced from Golda before Leon was boor.Rost of the first five years of his life
Leon lived with his sister, Elvire, at a home imafdlers, Belgium.

Around 1940 “the winds of war started to put fearthe hearts to every Jew,” Leon
recalls. At the age of five Leon returned to hiargifather's house where he and his family
resided until the Nazis stormed Belgium. In earlpyM1940 Germany began its invasion of
Belgium, Luxembourg, and the Netherlands. Antwegs Wwombed in those first few days. Leon,
his family, and thousands of other civilians fromt#erp and the surrounding cities were forced
to flee in order to escape Nazi persecution.

Leon, with Golda and Elvire, took a train from tbetskirts of Antwerp to France; two
days of travel in cramped, hot cattle cars. Duthmgtrip Golda was injured by a large rusty nail,
contracting blood poisoning that needed medicanéitin. Golda, Leon, and Elvire detrained in
the French coast city of Dieppe, where they receivedical attention at a hospital near the
station. A few days later, hospital administratiearned Leon and his family was Jewish and
tossed them out on the street.

As they returned to the train station, the LuftwealGermany’s air force, began bombing
the city of Dieppe. After the raid, Leon said heKed out over the city and saw the hospital he
and his family had just been evicted from enguife@moke and flames. “It is ironic that this
time it served us well to have been Jewish,” Lesyss

Back on the train, Leon and his family continueéithourney deeper into France, which
was fighting for its survival against the Naziso8dhey linked up with the rest of their extended
family and the group moved into a farm house, wileey stayed for the next few weeks. It was
here that Leon managed to severely cut the last dighis left index finger with his
grandfather’'s axe. The finger was treated by alldoator, but the injury caused young Leon
pain and discomfort for the rest of the war.

In the late summer of 1940, after France capitdlate Germany, French government
trucks rounded up the family and brought them #ofitst of five concentration camps that Leon
would be imprisoned in. Recebedou, the first ob&havas a concentration camp just south of the
French city of Toulouse in Southern France. Thimmgawas used to receive and deploy
thousands of Jews, Spanish civilians fleeing then€o regime, and other refugees to camps
around France.

For the next two years, Leon, between the agew®fand seven, traveled between four
other concentration camps. Most of this time wasns@t the camps of Noe, also south of

-55 -



Toulouse, and the camp of Rivesaltes in the Fréhyehnees. “I was often cold with no recourse
for warmth,” Leon recalls. “I remember little of nyay-to-day existence. | was frequently
separated from my mother but in close company tosmter.” Most of the camps used the
prisoners as workers and created materials neentddd war. Leon said he was kept occupied
“by being given a spoon with which | was to digaehin the dirt and then fill it again. | did not
learn much from this activity.”

After some time in Rivesaltes, Leon’s mother becatagrmined to save her children
from the suffering of the camps. Rumors of the Gerrdeath camps had begun to circulate. “It
was clear that she was going to suffer any painagoay to save our lives,” Leon says.

Late one night, Leon and Elvire were awakened byd&and brought to the camp’s
fence. They slipped through with the help of a ameed camp inmate with whom his mother
had been associating. Young Leon slowed the grampndand soon the one-armed man
abandoned them. Golda had little choice but tumséieand her children into local police, who
returned them to the camp. “It's evident that Gotdal but one goal at this time,” Leon says.
“She seemed to have given up on any notion thatshkl save herself. Her children remained
her sole mission. Get them out of harm’s way.”

She soon succeeded in getting Elvire into the oathe Swiss Red Cross, but Leon was
too young for them to take. But Golda found anotivaly. A short time later in June 1942,
Golda, who was separated from her son and could gpe¢ak to him for a short time in the
afternoon through barbed wire, told Leon to sneakaithe camp gate at sundown. Golda had
befriended a young, attractive French nurse whdkedrat the camp but lived outside it. At
sundown that night, the nurse showed up and sedheeguard at the gate. Leon dashed out of
the gate, as he had been instructed. “I ran andhwhelittle legs seemed to give up my little
heart made me run some more,” Leon says. “Finallyickup truck loaded with just-harvested
carrots stopped next to me. Two men stepped owy Tikaved me in the back of the truck and
covered me with those delicious vegetables.”

That was the last time Leon saw his mother. He d&eaArn much later in life that Golda
died at Auschwitz.

The organization that picked up Leon and protedtd for the next few years was
“Oeuvre de Secours aux Enfants” (The Foundationttier Saving of Children). For the next
three years Leon would be transferred around Fraaleeays under the protection of some
organization or another. For two of those yearsvhs at the Chateau de Monteleone in the little
French town of Condom. Between 26 and 36 childtayesl at that facility with a staff of seven.
Staff members were devout Catholics. Most of theldddn were of some Christian
denomination. Leon and four to eight other childvegre Jewish, he recalls. The teachings of
Catholicism influenced Leon and he ended up beamibed by a priest at the Condom cathedral
during his stay at the Chateau.

During his time at the orphanage a local family drego take interest in the children

there. The Lanoux family owned a haberdashery afson town and were very generous to the
kids, in particular the Jewish children hiding frdhe Nazis. The Lanoux family provided food
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and invited the children to dinner once or twiceveek. This family ended up providing and
facilitating the safe treatment of five Jewish dhéin from the orphanage for the last year of the
war and after.

In 1944 the American Friends Committee ran outuoids to keep the Jewish children at
the orphanage. The Lanoux family came to theirvalitn the situation became serious. One
night Mr. Lanoux awakened Leon and brought him andther child, Freddy, to a bar in the
middle of Condom. From there they moved aroundtdiven until both boys were placed at a
farmhouse outside of town. That same night five islewchildren were moved from the
orphanage to different houses around the area.

Leon and Freddy were put in the care of Mr. and.NBsetz, an older couple who had
connections to the French Resistance. Throughasttittne the Lanoux family remained in
contact with Leon and Freddy and kept them condettethe other Jewish children that had
been taken from the orphanage that night. LeonFaeddy lived with the Goetz family until the
end of the war in France.

After Germany’s defeat, Leon was claimed by his tAlda and brought back to Belgium,
where he remained for four years. Eventually he datlance to immigrate to the United States
with help from the Hebrew Immigrant Aid Society atiet Aide aux Israelites Victimes de la
Guerre. Belgium would not recognize Leon as aeitjnor would Poland, where his father was
born. So when Leon sailed to the United StatesepteSnber 1948 aboard a rusty Liberty Ship,
which had recently been renamed the S.S. Ernie, Rglevas classified as “stateless” — a 13-
year-old boy without a country.

Leon became a U.S. citizen, got an education, dervéhe U.S. Army and later made a
life for himself in the United States. In 1971 Leand his wife, Diana, whom he married in
1960, moved to Humboldt County, California — tHeame for the past 39 years. Over the years
Leon has remained in contact with some of the iddials from his childhood Holocaust
experience, including the Lanoux family, with whdm corresponds with regularly. He was
most recently in France in 2008 to honor the workhe Lanoux family with a “Righteous
among Nations” Medal from the Yad Vashem organmatiYad Vashem’s mission is to
memorialize the heroic acts of non-Jews who sakiedives of Jews around Europe during the
Nazi occupation of Word War Il.

Leon, now 75, owns and operates Berliner's Corniaop music store in downtown
Eureka. Leon and Diana, a teacher, will celebraggr t50th wedding anniversary this year. |
interviewed Leon at length in his shop on Februzdy 2010. | also excerpted some material
from an unpublished autobiography Leon allowed one&d for the purpose of writing his story.
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By Ashwin Sundar

Let's Learn from Our Mistakes and Never Ever Reddmm

The Holocaust is one of the most devastating sveftmodern history. The cruel
treatment of several groups, most notably thoskewfish descent, is alarming inhuman behavior.
Nazi Germany had grown powerful in the 1930s, aad taken full control of Europe. Under
this Nazi regime led by Adolf Hitler, bigotry anditned of several ethnic and miscellaneous
groups and cultures lead to what is known as thieddost. The most notable group that was
punished by the Nazi Regime was the Jews, whonerHilamed as the “cause” for everything
that was wrong with the world. Most Jews were deninternment camps, where they were
tortured and ultimately killed. There was a higlattierate for those who were persecuted by the
Nazis, and although some survived, their scars ireda Others were sent to specific camps,
such as labor camps or relocation camps. Althoinghpunishment they received wasn't as
severe as those in the internment camps, theyhstdl scars and bruises from their battles
throughout the whole ordeal. Enter Emery Fabri,umdéirian Jew. Emery was sent to a labor
camp during the Holocaust, where he did variousgygf labor. He currently resides in San Jose,
CA. It's a long way from what he had been througitibin the 20th century. His story is a
unique one, and he carries the memories wherevgoé®

Emery Fabri was born in Hungary, a country in BastEurope, in 1922. At that time,
Europe was recovering from World War |, where thealy of Versailles caused a major
economic and political downturn for Germany. Emesgs born in a largely agricultural town.
Several villages surrounded Emery’s town, and tlege all agriculture-based as well. Emery’s
birthplace was known for cultivation of potatoesgmf the most popular products in Hungary.
As a child, and into his teens, Emery was the gidioy. He liked to play on the streets with his
friends, and took part in popular sports like sogg¢eotball in Europe) and water polo. His
family was very tight-knit, he had 1 brother, amyeral aunts and uncles on either side of the
family. In fact, they were so close that a majoafythe family lived in a 25-mile radius of each
other. His parents owned a merchandise busineseegavere considered middle-class: not rich
but they had means to provide for themselves.

As for Jewish heritage, Emery said there were types of synagogues in his town:
conservative and orthodox. Orthodox Judaism wassthetest form of the religion, as it
followed very closely the religious laws. They werery observant on what foods to take at
certain times and what to do on Sabbath. Emerymilya as he described it, followed
Conservative Judaism which was more open-mindetbllowing the religious laws. Emery
learned Jewish history, ideology, and literaturlisstudies.

Emery attended a regulated high school, which faasy common in Hungary. The
schools were similar to the way modern Americanlipudzhools currently run. Since the school
that Emery went to was mainly mixed and comprisesewgeral different cultures, Anti-Semitism
wasn’t as prominent as those in other schoolsadt, Emery had been acquainted with several
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non-Jews, so as a result he wasn’'t impacted. Unfately, that sentiment lasted only a short
while. In 1939 new laws, similar to the Nuremburgws, came into effect. The Nuremburg
Laws discriminated against Jews which forced themuit their jobs and made it so they were
not allowed to attain certain statuses or seekaitemprofessions. For example, the Jewish
professionals who use to be a big part of the tegcpopulation in Hungary were no longer
allowed to teach. The restrictions also affectesl dnts and more importantly, the businesses.
How did this affect Emery? Well just as he was gedd high school he found that any hopes he
had of going to college faded away. It turned datt tthe restrictions made him ineligible for
college because of his religious orientation, aadld not attend. After graduation from high
school, Emery decided to learn a trade. He wentaik in a factory plant and became a certified
mechanic. According to Emery, the general consemnsuss town was that the measures to
which the regime would take, were overextendedth®y didn’t worry as much as they should
have. They believed that it wouldn’t impact themg aho could blame them? But it did, and the
next decade or so would prove to be the most pivdtamery Fabri’s life.

In 1942, Emery was sent to a forced labor campictwhvas administered by the
Hungarian Army. Depending on where they were rdtxtathe Jews were forced to do heavy
and hazardous physical work in mines, such asrooas. Emery’'s group worked in the forest
of the Carpathian Mountain, digging deep wells lsat the Army could blow up the existing
mountain roads to slow down the advancing RussiamyAThey also cut the trees and built new
roads and military defenses in the forest. All Wwak was done by hand which made it a more
laborious task than it should have been. An intargsstory to note is about one day when he
going to work at a railroad station, it was freggat the time when Emery came across a village.
He met a man that was selling goat-hair socks. ilyidkmery bought a pair because that
purchase proved to be what saved his feet. If at i@t been for the socks keeping him warm
throughout the snow and rain, certainly his feetilddave been damaged due to frostbite.

The Holocaust was notable for the Nazi treatmediegfs. At times, the Hungarian Army
would be in charge, and at times the German Armylevde. The Hungarian Army was much
more relaxed, which wasn’t so true for the Germa&ithough the Hungarian Army wasn'’t as
cruel as the Germans, Emery’'s group was still heawistreated. The guards were actually
crueler than the officers. As far as food was came#, Emery and his group mostly ate bread
and dried beans. They did not starve, but werengiegy little food.

As the Russian Army advanced in 1944, the Hungagavernment tried to build
contacts with the Western government. In March @emans fully occupied Hungary by
establishing a Nazi government. The Germans seron€b Adolf Eichmann and their
“sonderkommando” units to exterminate the Jews whdary. They forced the Jews in ghettos
and transported them in railroad cars to Auschwitzere more than 500 thousand Hungarian
Jews were murdered. Most of Emery’s family diedeh&lany Jews were saved in Budapest by
a rescue effort by a Swedish diplomat, Ralph Wakeg. In December 1944, Emery’s group
was force-marched to a railroad-station to transpgmm to work in Germany. Along the way
Emery stepped off the road while his group was imgllon and escaped to a nearby barn. He
didn’t come out for two days, and the owner of biaen told him to stay out of sight. When the
Russian Army occupied the area (which is modernulagine) he decided to leave the barn, but
had to walk through the Russian troops. He left llhen carrying only a water bucket, and
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learned one phrase in Russian, “My mother is siuk laneed the water.” Emery was lucky; he
was able to walk through the Russian troops, anti@lay back to his hometown.

In 1945, Emery moved to Budapest, where his aadtgreviously lived; she had died in
the Holocaust. The house was now occupied withraépeople, but he got himself a room in
the house. He decided to study at the technicalewsity in Budapest, now that he had the
freedom to do so. It wasn’'t easy though, the sesndsad already started. In addition, the
university building was severely damaged due to wee. Emery had to be able to fully
understand the material even though he had missedtad study years. Luckily, his high level of
high-school math exams qualified him for this unsity. He eventually graduated with a degree
in electrical engineering. He used his degreertd Wwork in Budapest and stayed there for about
seven years.

In 1956, a new form of violence began to take gildche Hungarian Revolution. The
basic premise of this revolution was that the eitiz of Hungary didn’t want the Russian Army
to occupy their land; their presence caused discdnThe Hungarians wanted rights, and facing
an armed revolution the Russians withdrew. Howenet,too many days later they regrouped
and reoccupied Hungary. Emery decided to leave BEiyngnd he was able to escape to Austria,
walking through a mountain on a rainy night. In Z9&mery received permission to emigrate to
the United States of America.

In the U.S., Emery adjusted well, but he did retéha lot of money. He had $100 for an
emergency, but never spent it. In fact, he stif ki@at money to this very day. Probably the
biggest challenge in adjusting to American life Wesrning to speak English. However, once he
learned, it was no longer hard to find work becawsek found him. He moved to New York,
where he got a job in a small company for sevemsy¢hen moved to San Francisco to work in a
larger company. After retirement, he moved to Sase,JCA, where he lives in a beautiful and
peaceful community home.

Emery Fabri’s story is like many other Jews who t@ado through this dark period. It
was a time that many wish to forget. The daringapes and the fighting along the way were all
a part of this historic era. Talking to him, hedsthat the reason he led a good life afterwards
was that he was fortunate and had a solid baseild bn. He closed his story with one final
statement, “Looking back, it is important to le&istory. Know what happened because you do
not want to repeat it. Don’t repeat history.”
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T

By Daisy Rincon

Determined To Live

Background

Inge was born on October 26, 1927 in a small tov@ermany. Her family was one of
the two Jewish families in the town. Anti-Semitisvas beginning to take place but as an only
child, she was isolated from most of it during lgeung life. But by the time she entered the
third grade, it began to impact her, all of the i3&wchildren were excluded from the school
system in Germany. She became lonely and wouldhanae received an education if her parents
had not hired a private tutor. Although she was petsonally affected by the Jewish
discrimination until the third grade, she knew thia discrimination and differences existed
since before she was born.

The Start

In 1939 Inge’s family moved to Berlin for abouk slays because the Nazis had taken
over their home and shop. Upon their return tortheme Inge’s father was sent to a
concentration camp. Her father was two-hundred gswon November#Q 1939 when he was
sent to the camp and at the end of January of ¥9%h he returned he weighed only ninety
pounds. In the meantime Inge, her Mother, and an@nother were bypassed by the Nazis as
they continued removing the Jewish population fitveir homes. Everything the Jews owned
had been burned — the synagogues, homes, and $sisingckily Inge’'s family had been
overlooked.

A Journey to China

The family was told about an escape route to Shaingn which they would live under
the Japanese rule in a ghetto. The only form ofspartation was by ship, an Italian ship. A man
offered the family transportation tickets for doailthe price per seat. Her parents found the price
to be costly, but they knew they had to leave anthge’s grandmother who had money saved
under a mattress helped with the cost. Her fanmolyght the tickets with four German currency
coins and clothing. Inge, her grandmother, fatlaexd mother then boarded the Italian ship,
headed to Shanghai, China, at the Bon Deazi Pdrtrameled for twenty-one straight days.
Although the family was Jewish, once aboard the #iey were treated like people. The Italians
treated them better than they had ever been treaigel and her family had food and enjoyed the
commodities on the beautiful ship. While onboar@éythweren't discriminated against nor
disadvantaged; they were people.

Shanghai, China

Upon arrival to Shanghai, China, Inge and her kamere driven to the refugee camp in
an old beat up truck by Chinese drivers. The caagplieen organized by an American-Jewish
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Organization. “We got lucky”, claimed Inge becatms® and her family were given a house to
live in instead of a camp. Her grandmother, acemydo the Japanese, was too fragile to live in a
camp. The family was given one of the few housed ttad not been burned down by the
Chinese. They shared the house with another fafiilg. house was small, but it was enough. It
had a bed, a dresser, and they had food. Althology didn’t starve, the family did not receive
much food. In order to obtain food, Inge’s mothe&ke up in the early mornings and walked to a
camp to pick up a small portion of food.

Life in Shanghai was possible because everyonpetiekach other. 4,000 out of the
20,000 Jews that lived in the town passed awayitbkr starvation or diseases since there
weren’t any hospitals. Inge’s younger cousin caugalaria and like many others died due to the
absence of medicine.

At Work

Inge had, and to this date has, a passion todielgren. While in Shanghai she worked
in a nursery as an aide. The children were of ndifigrent nationalities and she taught them
English. Every day on her way to work she wouldspag the Japanese that had already turned
against Jews because of the war with the UnitedeStaand she would have to show her
passport. A few times she witnessed the beatingewfs, but she continued through the same
route because “[she loved] children and no one Jwasg to stop [her]”. The children came
into the nursery not knowing a single word in Eslglibut two months later they had learned
“English with a German accent”. After working alhlyd Inge would attend school. She managed
to complete junior college in English and was taughChinese teachers. “It was fun”, claimed
Inge referring to work and school.

1943 — The Start of the War

In 1941 the Americans entered the war and evargthegan to change. In 1943 when the
war truly started, Americans dropped the bombs shatd her life. She was walking with the
children from the nursery when bombs were releabegk held the children not realizing the
danger, but fortunately no one was injured. The mere dropped into the ghettos, but even
then the Jews were appreciative towards the Amasichifty percent of the Jews were happy
that the Americans had entered the war and the &thewere afraid not of the Americans, but
of the bombs that might hit the ghetto while thegd to eradicate the Nazis. By the end of the
war, bombs were dropping everyday from 11:50 ar2:6@ pm. Even though Inge was told not
leave the house between those hours she did scagnghe was a young sixteen year old and
she would go on walks during those hours becauseur®sity led her. As she walked around
police would tell her to go back inside. Howevegr togic told her that if she remained inside
the house and a bomb dropped on or around it shidwdisappear. Therefore, she believed that
if she walked around she could run away when thesewdropped. Whenever, she left the house
for her daily walks her grandmother would go in&r hoom and pray “protect the kid” because
she would have suffered if her Inge passed awaye, lhowever, assured her family that no one
was going to hurt her and so she continued toelb&F mother’s orders.
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When the War Ended

When Inge heard of the passing of Hitler a miewfotions raced through her body. The
bombs in Japan had saved her life. She woke upné&x¢ morning and the Japanese had
disappeared. The disappearance of many Jews madeaity impossible to find relatives.
Besides not being sure to know where they weré threly were even alive. Inge found out that
one of her relatives had passed away through andleaiary, many years later. Her family stayed
in Shanghai, China until they received a visa ftbi United States. Her grandmother, however,
was not able to receive an American visa and sy dmin’t migrate. Inge came to the United
States by herself after the United States alloch&edhree opportunities to migrate. Her mother
was left behind with her grandmother until she wahle to receive a Polish visa and she migrated
to Canada because she did not speak English. Iggaeimother lived in Canada for two years
and then entered the United States. In the Unitede§ at the age of eighty-four, her
grandmother told Inge’s mother to pay for a tutecduse she wanted to learn English.

As soon as Inge arrived in the United States she taken to a hospital for six weeks in
which she would be monitored for possible dise#isaisshe might've been carrying from China.
The Jewish-American community paid for everythinger medical and living expenses. After
six weeks Inge moved to Oakland with her uncle bseahe was under twenty-one years of age.
Inge began to work with children in a nursery aached twenty dollars a week. After working
there she began to work taking care of soldiers. 188t her husband, a World War Il veteran, in
Berkeley on New Years Eve and moved to New Yorkafgrear. They didn't live in New York
for too long because she felt as if she were backhanghai all over again; the conditions
weren’t sanitary and she was poor. After returrim@alifornia, Inge opened her own nursery in
Campbell which she owned for eighteen years. Thesemy was open to children of all
nationalities. Today, her love for children andititevelopment remains.

Reflections on Life

Inge was a happy teenager in Shanghai. She readifriand there was entertainment and
an education was possible. The ghetto had a musetneater, and an opera. After many years
she visited her homes in Shanghai and Germany, Vevehe couldn’t stand looking at the past
and so she left. Life in Germany was lonely, butreswar progressed her life improved. “Life
today [with the recession] isn't difficult. As lorags you have your family and food, life is good”.
Losing materialistic possessions is not the enldefHer thoughts on life are: “It isn’t easy, but
it's not as difficult as we make it to be today.urreed determination to live and luck will come
with it.”
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By Michelle Yousefzadeh

Many Miracles

As Miriam Bell graciously welcomes me into her hpstee quickly insists that we have
something to eat before beginning the intervielWwe Endly puts together toasted challah bread
and cheese, but waits to eat hers because of attproblem she recently developed. Displayed
everywhere around the charming Wilshire house vpartures of Bell’'s family, which includes
her two daughters and four grandchildren. We sivd as Bell pulls out a journal she’s been
writing in from time to time which includes stor@sanecdotes she remembers in her sleep. She
starts from the beginning.

My name is Miriam Galperin Bell. | was born Octold®, 1930 in Kaunas (Kovno), the
main city of Lithuania in the Baltic Country. Mwarhily was middle class, and | was taken care
of very well. We were very happy and had a bigifamAt home we spoke Yiddish, Hebrew
and Lithuanian. | was one of seven children: feisters and three brothers. My father's name
was Chaim Galperin and my mother's name was Failperdvich Galperin. My father’s
business was transportation. It was passed dowmntofrom my grandfather from the time
when there were no cars. We owned beautiful casidike the ones used by the Queen of
England. This type of carriage is still being uggdthe royal family of England. We sold and
rented those carriages, with horses, and alsohsleiyly father also sold paint and kerosene for
lighting lamps. In 1941, on a Friday evening, Gann$S Nazis occupied Lithuania. We were
all sitting together- aunts, uncles, cousins, nsyess, and brothers- singing songs, kissing each
other and lighting candles for evening services.ohla sudden we heard shouting, screaming,
beating. People were running. We ran out of ouné@ Nobody knew what to do. The
Germans were shooting everyone. My father wasamdkilled right next to us in cold blood. |
wasn’t even eleven years old. My mother trieddeer my eyes so | wouldn’t see it, but | heard
and saw it. | heard the Nazis shouting “This isatvive’ll do to all the filthy Jews.” This
branded me for life.

| was taken to a ghetto in Slobotka, not far fridovno. It was built with barracks and
barbed wire. If you touched the barbed wire, yould get electrocuted. | told myself “I will
never let them kill me. | will not give up.” | waput with my mother, my grandmothers, my
nine- and six-year old sisters and my four-yearhofather in a different barrack from my older,
married sister who had a six month old baby gi¥le did not know where my two older brothers
were. Every day Jews were tortured - first the/\add, then the little children. My sister’s baby
girl was taken away by the Nazis and shoved indback where the big rats ate her. Then they
rounded up the older people and young childrerk tbem to fields and shot all of them, day
after day. Some were buried, still alive. Bulleiek thousands and thousands of people. Each
day in the ghetto, the Nazis would round up peaple send them to the concentration camps.

One time in the ghetto, when | was 11, becausead ktond, had blue eyes, and could

pass for Lithuanian, | snuck out of the ghettootokl for food. A local girl who knew me pointed
me out as Jewish to the guards. | was herdedaifild with many other Jewish people and the
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German guards shot everyone dead — | somehow sdrunder the bodies of the dead people. |
had to feel my own heart beating to know if | wéisea When | crawled out from under the
dead bodies, a local man who knew my family but WieNazis had brought along as a soldier,
saw me and snuck me back into the ghetto. Sovhad.

My family was split up into different barracks. Niyother and | hid my younger brother
who was four. In the barracks, my mother wouldtryie in front of him on the bunk beds to
hide him, but the Nazis and the German shepherd dognd him. They let the German
shepherds kill him. Among the people they tookb® shot in the big field were my
grandmothers and six-year old sister. Before #e noundup, my mother told me to go with
my nine-year old sister ‘Dina-lah’ to my older sistEthel and to give her a framed family
picture that my mother had kept. She thought Bileelld have a better chance of surviving, and
so the family portrait could survive too. My motheld me not to give that picture to anyone
else. On my way, all of a sudden | saw hundredgeabple lined up. The Nazis were beating
them and chasing them and pushing and dividing tieetine right side and to the left side. They
pushed my sister to the bad side and a Nazi gratiteedicture from my hand. | tried to pull it
back from him and told the man that my mother ltdd me not to give the picture to anybody.
In the struggle, by a miracle, | was pushed togbed side. This is when they put my group on a
cattle train, which ended up in Estonia. On tlantrthere was no way to see, we could hardly
breathe, there was very little food, just some wathere was no way to tell how long we were
on the train — perhaps a week, because we coulelhagy from night.

When we arrived in Vivara, the Estonian camp, wedndliknow where we were going.
We were beaten and pushed. We were given shoesvamedforced into slave labor. It was
winter time, with a lot of snow, which would getiek in our wooden shoes. Inside the camp, |
saw a pile of clothing on the ground: shoes, amdshs, and coats. These had belonged to the
people pushed to the bad side in the ghetto. dgmized Dina’s clothes because our clothes
were the same and made by the same dressmakenew iy sister was dead. She was
suffocated in the train. The Nazis gave them ngthandrink because the Nazis wanted to save
their bullets, so they let them die.

We had to work very hard. If you fell and wouldg#t up, you died by freezing to death
or else they would shoot you. | kept telling mysdim not going to let them kill me. | have to
be strong and go on!” Every day, they continuedéat us if you didn’'t work hard or fast
enough. We carried bricks and stones and dug gravewas the hardest labor. We were told
that another group from another slave labor camplavbe arriving. | wondered if maybe my
brother was there. A group of skeletons walked pas The only way to see who they were was
by their eyes and if they called your name. Likeigacle, | recognized my brother. Many of
them had typhoid. | saw the Nazis put him in temith lice and dirt, not in the barracks. |
didn’t know what to do. The next morning, they weelling at us to do slave labor and while
they were counting us, everyone else went to wiouk,when it came to me, | didn’t move. A
Nazi, Mr. Smith, started beating me on the headias bleeding. | didn't move. He said “You
filthy, dirty Jew. Why aren’t you moving?” | toldim, “If you don’t let my brother into a
hospital (there was a hospital with Jewish doctehgre the Nazis would send people whom
they wanted to stay alive for slave labor), you &dhme too.” He took my brother to the
hospital and | followed to make sure they reallgkidim. Sure enough, like a miracle, the doctor
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came and took my brother. As soon as my brothg&mse, he called me by my name, ‘Miraleh.’

| recognized the doctor, Dr. Klibanov. This doctecognized me because he had the same
office, near the Lithuanian president’s office, lwiny aunt, my mother’s sister, who was a
pediatrician. He told me that he would take goark®f my brother and see that | didn’t have to
work so hard in the slave labor. The next dayllifethe snow and asked them to take me to the
hospital. The doctor kept me for three weeks ahdlped him. This is why | wanted to be a
nurse. This also helped me get strong enoughrtavey because of his help.

After being in Estonia for many, many months, thenven were taken to Stutthof
Concentration Camp in Poland. After that | didkrtow what had happened to my two older
brothers or my older sister. | was taken to onawaf ships. We had to sit in the lowest part of
the ship and there was only a little window nextte. | saw the other ship sink and everyone
drown. Later | found out the Germans intendedn& gs too, and that they caused the first ship
to sink. | thought we would be next, but miracidlyy we arrived at the concentration camp.
When we got there, we had to undress and be chemkegywhere to make sure we weren't
hiding anything. They gave us the striped dresg#ds a star on the left sleeve and a number,
and then let us go to the barracks. We had towcleash, dig...wherever they took us, we had
the worst treatment. The cruelty was consistéihen we got back from working, we were
lined up. There were thousands of people frommhlalungary- an unbelievable amount. We
were given soap, a towel and were told that we \geneg to be taking showers. People went in,
in, in- and we weren't seeing anybody coming olutvas only four rows from going in when
they stopped. We were not going into the gas cleamib was a miracle that | wasn’t in there.

Every day, we worked. My barrack was such a cfasdly: if one fell and got hurt we
were all in pain. In the mornings, we got a slafebread, margarine, jam, and water. We
cleaned and dug. In my heart | felt that maybebmgther was in Stutthof. There were some
days that we were allowed to walk around and laaatithat on the other side of the barbed wire
there were barracks with only men. If you touckiesl wire, you'd be electrocuted or shot and
killed. Every day, I'd save a piece of bread satthcould give it to my brother somehow,
because | knew that he was still sick. | kept prexes of bread under my head wrapped in a
piece of cloth so no one would steal it. One ewgni saw my brother. So the next time | could
walk around, | threw a little piece of bread oves electrified fence to my brother. | wasn’t sure
if he got it and | only found out after the war tilie got it. Somehow, someone saw me, but
because we all looked alike — like skeletons andring the same clothing — they didn’t know
who it was. The guards took everyone in my barraxkside and started to beat us and ask who
it was. My friends knew it was me but they didwant to tell on me. When | saw the guards
take out the hoses with freezing cold water tospng friends, | finally stood up and explained
what | had done, that | had saved a little piecbrefid for my brother. They put me down on a
special bench especially for this. They laid me dam my stomach and gave me maybe twenty-
five beatings with the black bats until | was unedous. They left me there for the rest of the
night. My friends came from the barracks and too& inside and took care of me and |
survived.

As the Russians advanced, we couldn’t stay anymad®utthof, so the Germans took us

to a slave labor ammunitions factory in Hamburge Were three hundred women- most were
older than me, some were my friends from home.as W4 years old. My job was to pick up a
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basket of big grenades, sharpen them and put tlaek bf you made more, you got more bread.
If you made less, you'd get a beating. | trieditowhatever | could but | cut my thumb right in
the joint. They wouldn't give me anything for @nd today my thumb is still bent - but |
survived. When only half of us were left, theykamme of us to Bergen-Belsen Concentration
Camp. We were there for three months. When weargide, we saw stacks of dead bodies-
skeletons, stacked like bricks. Everyone got gk screaming, pulling their hair, losing their
minds. At home my father would sing the most biéalubve songs for my mother. I'll never
forget the songs. | made up a song, and startsth¢pit. The song was called “Don’'t Say That
This Is Your Last Journey.” This is like a stroq@rtisan song that says, “What we pray for
today will come.” My friends opened their eyes dell much better. We were put in tents with
lice and mice and no latrines — you had to go éok&throom right where you lay. We were sent
there to die and we knew this was it and we’ll mesugrvive. After two days, | was called out
along with my friend from home. They gave us seap a towel. We started shaking and
holding each other because we knew we were goitigetgas chamber. After the shower, they
gave us the special striped clothing and they ta®ko the kitchen to cook for the Nazis. We
peeled potatoes, vegetables, and made soup. Merderful! We were not going to be killed.
It's a miracle again.

We got to stay in the barracks- and who do we seee? Anne Frank. | remember that
she was very quiet and gentle and | liked her weungh. | was very worried about the others in
the tents who had no food. So one evening | fauhdgy bucket, filled it up with the soup and
snuck it to my friends. Some had already diedeyTgrabbed it with their hands, digging into
the bucket. All of a sudden, two SS Nazis cameand took me out of there, back to the
barracks. They didn’t take me to work in the kéohanymore. Anne Frank died from typhoid
three weeks before we were liberated. | also g&twith typhoid. | don’t remember how long
it was before | was liberated. | knew | was dyihgiould see my mother coming to me in a
vision, giving me beautiful clothing and wiping downy fevered skin. Seeing my mother kept
me strong.

Soldiers arrived in big tanks with speakers callng, “Hello, hello, we are the British
army. You're free! Don’t run, don’t scream, stafiave you are!” They spoke in German and
someone translated into English and Yiddish. Redpbught it was a trick from the Nazis.
People started to run and look for food, they cotildelieve it. | was lying there, sick, dying.
Then | saw someone coming towards me. He saiddistit” It was my brother’s best friend.
He took me out of the barracks and told me we bddave because the Nazis had set bombs to
explode under the camp. The British let us se¢od®@nd gave us medicine. | weighed maybe
fifty pounds. | was a real skeleton. They openpdhe room where the dead people’s clothing,
jewelry, and watches were stored, so we could lg¢hes and belts for the pants. Many people
wanted to go back home. We were 5 girls and 16 ladlyaround 18 to 20 years old. | was 15,
my friend was 17. We wanted to go back to Lithaaniwe thought maybe someone had
returned there, maybe we’d get back the house artd gchool. We didn’'t know where else to
go. To get to Lithuania, you had to take the ttamough the Ukraine. So when we stopped in
Ukraine, there were a lot of Russian soldiers waw gs and they asked us who we were. So we
told them that we were from Lithuania, we were Halast survivors and we wanted to go back.
They took away the boys’ watches and belts. Tleyecto me and asked me how old | was, so |
said fifteen. They didn’t believe that | could leasurvived so they accused me of being a part of
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the Nazis. They took me away from everyone, tb jMy friend Benjamin asked them, “Why
are you taking her to jail? You just liberated”usd they took him to jail too. But they didn’t
lock our doors. Benjamin told me that if | got e or if anyone came in to hurt me that |
should just scream to them and he would come alpdrhe. He was afraid that someone would
rape me. | sat there in the middle of the nightRussian soldier came in to my room and kept
telling me | was beautiful. And he kept touching face. | started yelling. So Ben came in and
beat him up and brought the security to stop hirthey let Benjamin out but kept me in. All my
friends waited outside until | was released. Thedfysed to go back to Lithuania without me. As
they waited by the train station, Ben saw my oldesther David get off the train. David had
gone to Berlin to work after the liberation, butteed been given a visa to go to Lithuania to see
if anyone was there. Ben told my brother that $\@hve and put in jail. The security called me
out the next morning. From far away | saw Davidthow didn’'t know was alive, on the other
side of the gate. We cried. Even the Russianieassldvere crying and strangers were crying.
Even the stones were crying. Another miracle.

My brother told us not to go to Lithuania, but ter@any and then to America. He said
that nothing was left in Lithuania. Nothing wa# ie the houses, but the blood from the people
who were killed there. My brother gave me some eyobut it wasn’'t enough for everyone so
only four of us could buy fake papers. We said werenPolish so we could get out of the
Ukraine. We bought some food and rented a room fadamily, but while we slept, the family
stole our money. The four of us decided thatesiwe were Holocaust survivors, we would
jump a train to Berlin. We climbed on top of tmaim and hid next to the smokestacks, where
the smoke went over us. In Berlin, my brother toake of me for a while, but then his boss said
that everyone from Lithuania had to return there Mh away to a kind of kibbutz to get papers
to get to Munich, and in Munich we were sent toORA special orphanage camp with social
workers who would give us a place to live and leatnade. | lived there for three years until |
was 18 and took a nursing course. In 1948 theanged for some to go to America and some to
Canada. | was sent with 300 others to Montredle Jocial worker who was taking care of us in
Montreal told me that | had to go to Toronto teelwith a new family and be adopted. | didn’t
want to leave my friends. | was eighteen yearsaold said | didn’t want to be adopted. Instead
| went to night school and worked at the hospltal, | couldn’t be a nurse because | had learned
everything in German. | had to re-learn everythingmet my husband Sam Bell (originally
Bull) in Toronto. He was also a survivor, from Bacest, Romania, who lost his whole family.
We would meet with friends at the temple and attggéthers. | was standing outside, and he
came to me and introduced himself. | wasn't evenking of going out. Everywhere | went, he
was there. We were picked to dance together f@rsion of Fiddler on the Roof. | moved into
a top floor of a house. My husband also movedanl moved out the next day! Everywhere |
went, he was there, so | started dating him. Wargoried in 1950. We both worked very hard.
My husband worked two jobs to save money for a @ouk got pregnant and had my older
daughter, Frances, and then my little daughtereiel

| don’t hate the Germans, | hate the Nazis thagdithe six million Jewish people and
others. You cannot hate the German children bectdney didn’'t do anything. | was also a child
when this happened, and | didn’t do anything tobaaly. If | can give any advice, it would be:
be good. Be kind. Anyone that needs help, dohamgtyou can to help. Doesn’t matter what
happens - tell yourself, it's going to get bettelhis should never happen again. Lastly,
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everything we survivors contribute to humanity Isels be human again. From the ashes we
rose, with modesty we contribute.

Mrs. Bell wept as she showed photographs giveretobly the British army at Bergen
Belsen of the bench where she was beaten and sfaties of dead prisoners there. Tears rolled
down her cheeks as she read a statement:

“I like to make people aware by being an innoceotim of the Nazis, | can tell you
about the destruction of Jewish property, the degion of thousands and thousands of Jewish
people, the separation of mother and child, huslaawdwife, man and woman, the pain of never
again being in your mother’s arms or sitting onryfather’'s knees. | will tell you what | faced.
The graves we were forced to dig. Many buriedealiGassed and burned, babies and children
thrown into flames and eaten up by rats. Thegdieut short. Why? And the world looked on
in silence. | can tell of those who died for beidgwish, for who they were, for what they
believed. | hope this never happens again.

Holidays are the worst. When my children werdelith Toronto, | would set the table

for 30 people, all for my missing family. How mampre years will | live? These things should
never be forgotten.”
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Gttt Seonillery

By Mollie Agerle

Wrong Country, Wrong Time

Gitta Ginsberg, born in 1937 in Vienna, Austritgims she was born in the wrong
country at the wrong time. Her father Sam, orihjn&om Romania, was a tailor, and her
mother Regina was a homemaker with a brillianefliar cooking.

As the political climate in Austria grew more déing, her parents decided to move to
Belgium, which was still “free,” in 1938. They med into a typical Jewish neighborhood in
Brussels, and lived quietly until the Germans irach@elgium (as well as France and Holland)
in 1940/41. Gitta recalls having to wear the idgimg yellow Star of David on her clothing,
and to this day, detests wearing nametags. Asitiia@tion grew worse, with Jews being arrested
for no reason and vanishing, Gitta’s parents greavflil and looked for a way to assure Gitta’s
safety. Through family friends, Gitta’s parentstmdice Spinete, a single, Catholic Belgian
woman who was interested in helping to save Jeehddren. Alice and Gitta met, and took to
one another immediately. Gitta moved into Alicéasish apartment, and came to know a
lifestyle she had never known before. Alice’s apant had multiple rooms (instead of only
two), bathrooms (instead of an outhouse), a mdibjer, decorative mirrors, an oven in the
kitchen, a telephone, a maid, and so much moretta ®Gias given her own room, but cried
incessantly her first night there, so Alice took reo her own bed, where Gitta continued to
sleep for the duration of her time with Alice.

Gitta had taken with her only a few clothes, anatékupplied the rest. She was clad in
beautiful dresses, ate a variety of plentiful foadd was showered with books and toys. Despite
the excess and indulgence, Gitta was anchored toanents by the words her father spoke to her
as she was handed over to Alice. He said, “Itly omake-believe,” and Gitta recalls reminding
herself frequently that this was not her real I@me day, she would be reunited with her parents.

During the time that Gitta lived with Alice, heaents continued to live in their Brussels
apartment, and were able to visit her occasionaly.course, going out with the Star of David
sewn to their clothes put them at risk, so theyrditivisit often. Gitta vividly remembers one St.
Nicholas Day celebration where Alice had Gitta’sgmais over for a delicious holiday dinner.
The meal was extravagant, the entire apartmentbleatt beautifully decorated, and the gifts
seemed endless.

When Gitta was about 5 years old, Alice insisteat tBitta be baptized. Initially, Gitta’s
parents refused, and Alice threatened to returtaGatventually, Gitta’s Orthodox grandmother
convinced them that it was the necessary thing do dWith the baptism came papers
documenting it, which Gitta suspects put Alice asee given the rising tension with Nazis
hunting for Jews. Alice renamed Gitta “Janine $fi enrolled her in a parochial nursery
school, and removed the yellow stars from Gittéoshing.
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One weekend in 1943, while at a friend’s farm ie dountryside, the SS came knocking
at 4:00 A.M., looking for Gitta. They had beenpia off by a woman at the farm who was
dating a German soldier. Despite Alice’s insistetitat she was a baptized Catholic, the Nazis
took her to their headquarters, and placed hermpitch black cellar, alone, except for rats. Gitta
was crying, frightened, when suddenly a man’s vepeke to her in Yiddish, which translate to,
“Little girl, don’t cry, little girl.” Gitta remaned inconsolable.

Eventually, she was let out of the cellar. Ali@ahold the SS officers that Gitta was her
baptized godchild, and that her parents had bebedkin the concentration camps. The
Germans then placed Gitta in one of three Jewigthamages (separated by age). The
orphanages were all run by Jewish adults. FortiypaGitta’'s parents had found work in the
orphanage for teenagers, which was an actual casttefriends of her parents worked in the
orphanage that she was in (for younger childrefipe Germans were pleased to have all the
Jewish children and Jewish caregivers togethemenotrphanages, as it would be easier to rid of
them when the time came. In June 1944, the Raesisthad apparently received word that the
orphanage residents were about to be captured bydbe, and rescued the children and adults
by loading them on to trucks and transporting thiemmonvents in Belgian villages.

Gitta’s parents eventually found her at the conwdre@ had been taken to, and they all
returned to the castle, as did most of the otharishe orphaned teenagers. There, Jewish
agencies assisted in placing the remaining childigiany went to Palestine or the U.S., others
went to the orphanage in Antwerp. Gitta and heemqa returned to Brussels and rented a home
with family friends. Since they were Jewish aneéréfore “stateless,” they purchased their
citizenship and passports from Austria, and leftifpael in 1949. Israel had not contemplated
so many Jewish survivors, and there simply wasenough housing for all of the immigrants.
The family ran a café, but life was terribly diffiit. Once again, Gitta had to live with strangers,
as her parents unfolded cots at night and slepiteéncafé. After 11 months, they returned to
Belgium.

In 1952, Gitta and her parents came to New Yorkereter father worked in the rag
recycling business. Gitta met Sidney Ginsberdhatlocal Jewish YMCA, and they married in
1957. They moved to Los Angeles in 1962 becauggittd’'s father’s failing health. Gitta and
Sidney had two sons, Michael and Stewart, and @it& has two granddaughters, Jennifer and
Stephanie. Gitta initially worked secretarial jolisen worked at the Jewish Family Services
Storefront, and has done plenty of volunteer wor&rdhe years. Currently, she is President of
the California Association of Child Survivors okthlolocaust.

With each passing year, we lose more of our Holsicaurvivors and the stories that only
they can recount. We have a responsibility to icoet pursuing and documenting these stories.
Future generations must never deny the existendieofHolocaust, and must never feel as
though they, like Gitta Ginsberg, were born inwWreng country at the wrong time.
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oot . Gordon

By David Josephson

On March 18, 1944, a young boy’s life in Budapest, Hungaryngea for the worst.

The place Janos Szucs called home fell under Néei He watched, in horror, as Jews were
ordered to sew the Star of David onto their cloghémd as families were forced into ghettos.
This boy survived this dark chapter in the histofythe European Jewry. This boy survived
through the discrimination of the Jews by AdmirakMs Horthy, the Governor of Hungary, and
the open genocide perpetrated later by the Printaskér, Ferenc Szalasi. He survived through
the good will of people who had it in their powedahearts to help, and eventually moved to the
United States under the name John Gordon. Anti-Bamiis as old as Judaism itself and its
virulence only seems to have gone up incremengatige around 27 AD. It started with exile,
then evolved into ghettos, next into pogroms argtitutional discrimination. This all continued
to the point of gas chambers and ovens.

This little Hungarian boy was born in 1936 intoamd where Jews were discriminated
against, but were not in constant and dire physlaaber. After the premature death of his father
in 1939 at age 35, his working mother raised hintil urer deportation during the German
occupation in 1944. After his mother’s deportataord death, he spent one year of his life as a
small child on the run from deportation and almaosttain death. Living under difficult
circumstances, he had to be ready to hide for detiperiods of time at a moment’s notice. He
was hidden and saved with the help of false doctsnand family members. He had to move
from building to building and had to trust complsteangers. He was forced through things no
young eight-year-old should have experienced. Haleé to believe in both the best and the
worst in mankind in order to survive the raids ammbings until the Soviet liberation of
Hungary.

This sounds like something an average Americanez0-gld would have trouble with,
but I am writing about an 8-year-old. When | wasl 8&as worrying about toys and getting
caught by my parents for making mischief, not wimrgyabout food and Nazis. This story is
completely astonishing because of all the thingkdeeto endure.

The surviving Jews proved to the world that tragedian be overcome. The complete
lack of awareness about the history and custontheoflewish people helped simmer tensions
between Jews and gentiles. With the bulk of Eunogiefully aware of what was happening to
the European Jewry, the world could only specudataut what was actually going on.

The absolute worst part of John Gordon’s experiemas the loss of childhood. The
worst moment of his entire experience was whenmuather was taken away. One time, a gentile
policeman had the courage to help take him to ehsaifse for the night. This was one of his few
recollections of the decency of native gentilese Tlosest call he had was when the extremist
Arrow Cross Party broke into the apartment housktaed to kill the Jews inside.

While Horthy tried to minimize deportations, Szalas the other hand, welcomed them
as a way to consolidate control. With only sporaad individual acts of resistance and limited
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access to firearms and ammunition, there was almwmstay to fight back. If you were caught
out after curfew, you were either deported or etetummediately. The ghettos were locked
down to the point where without extreme luck or d@onnections, there was no way out.

Rations were at bare minimum in the ghettos andsJewre banned from most
establishments. Jews were given even fewer emplolym@portunities and were often forced
into slave labor for the army during their batti@est the Soviets.

These acts of survival by everyone from old mesnall children show the true nature
of the human condition and the Jewish peoples’appstble will to press on at all costs.
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Assemblyman Nathan Fletcher
District 75

Is honored to present the story of
Holocaust survivors

Benjamin Midler Interviewed by Brianca Onori and
Marissa Zebold
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- By Brianca Onori and Marissa Zebold

Forgive, Yet Never Forget

A man once said, “It was really difficult to sayrfoertain what helped me survive.
Perhaps it was my youth. Perhaps | survived bedawas so determined to survive this war. Or,
maybe | am alive today because | was so stron@avillThis man was Benjamin Midler, a
Holocaust survivor. Born on June 27, 1928, Benjagrew up in Bialystock, Poland. He was
raised in a middle-class, Kosher home with pareBlifiau and Gutke Midler, along with his
brother and sister, Arie and Matilda. His fathed amother owned a business where they
distributed milk and other dairy products to cials. Benjamin explained, “My family believed
that being a Jew involves a willingness to helpeacghregardless of their religious devotion or
not.” Benjamin attended a private school where jeyed studying Hebrew. Bialystock was a
harmonious community, in which people 70% of thepgle were Jews and Yiddish language
was the most common language spoken.

Mr. Midler lived a joyous life. This came to a hah one Friday morning of June 1941,
when he began to live in the middle of a World Wkazis invaded Bialystock and threatened to
kill Benjamin and his family. Fortunately, the sigid retreated. Later, one of the first massive
Jewish incarcerations occurred when over two thadisaen were taken from their homes and
forced into the Great Synagogue. At the point afoteand confusion, the synagogue burst into
flames with everyone inside and continued to bumntiventy-four hours. After this horrific
catastrophe, Benjamin and his family were forcedvéar the Yellow Star of David and were
forbidden from living a Jewish-kosher life.

The beginning of the Nazi reign became complatblyious to Bialystock’s communities
and families when Jews were forced out of their @®m@nd into ghettos. The ghetto was a place
where Jews were forced to live by the Nazis whainaally intimidated and ruthlessly robbed
and killed the innocent Jews. The ghetto was sasalgmpopulated that the people were dying of
malnutrition, disease, hunger, and the lack of w@diupplies and sanitation.

Benjamin lived in a cramped two-bedroom apartmeith \ais mother, two siblings,
grandmother and her daughter-in-law, and her bayVazka 1 Street. His dad had been out of
communication after the Nazis had taken him regarderman business. Desperate for food at
times, young Benjamin would sneak out of the ghettd steal food from near by farming
villages. While living in the ghetto, the Midlerrfaly built a bunker in which they could hide
when the Nazis were searching and deporting Jewsnd one of the searches and while in
hiding, Benjamin and his uncle thought the Nazid ledt, yet they were wrong. When coming
out of the bunker, the two were immediately foroedo a train where hundreds of Jews were
packed like sardines, moving onto their next dasim, moving onto the unknown.

The unknown was something Benjamin experienceddfieoughout the suffered years

of the Holocaust. After a painful separation fror éntire family, Benjamin was then placed in
seven different concentration camps, where he eddurarsh conditions and inhumane
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treatment. Throughout the time Benjamin spent surgi in these horrendous camps, he
completed precarious acts just to increase hisaghah survival. For example, Benjamin once
stole food from the SS soldiers. Unfortunately,wees caught in action and brutally beaten in
front of fellow captives as an example of to whaivd happen to those who attempted to break
rules. Benjamin suffered the unsanitary conditiohhaving neither showers nor supplies to
groom themselves. In place of toothbrushes, theyldvecrub their teeth’s with their fingers
using opaque water. This dirty style of living rited in diseases such as typhus that spread
quickly throughout the concentration camps. Duritigg incomprehensible times of the
Holocaust, Ben blocked out everything surroundimg: Huture and past. He lived for one thing
only, and that was the hope to eventually seeamsly once again.

After enduring these conditions for years, the Jthas survived the concentration camps
were finally liberated on May 5, 1945. At the tushthe war, Benjamin was able to bribe a
German woman for a passport to the family he betlewas in Poland. At this point, Benjamin
was unaware of his family’s nonexistence. He regdrto Poland with the hope of finding his
family. Unfortunately, there were few Jews leftrinelt was then that he realized the survival of
his family members was highly unlikely. Benjamirethtraveled illegally to Israel, but was
caught. He had to live in a Cyprus camp for six thenHe endured three more months in Atilt
and Kiriat Samuel detention camps. He encounteseddf his uncle’s brothers, who were on
their way to Israel.

“After the war, | became a dreamer. | had no peakambition. Nor did | have any desire
to accomplish something for myself,” Benjamin exmdaas he describes the painful process of
being held back by the war and the effects it hadhio. Ben later became involved in an
organization for immigrant teenage Holocaust swom8y He was treated with dignity, respect,
and, for once in many months, as a human beinginBuris stay here, Mr. Midler received a
letter from his aunt and uncle, which helped hiraldeith the fact that he had no family close

by.

In 1948, the Israeli war for independence broke antl Benjamin volunteered to fight.
On May 14, 1948, the State of Israel was proclaimeeh to all Jews wishing to return to their
homeland. Jewish survivors believed “that they woelventually surmount their previous
obstacles,” states Mr. Midler. He lived in Israebrh 1951 to 1959, where he worked as a
military policeman and served his country proudifrie happiest moment for Benjamin was
when he met his future wife, Esther. They met tglotthe Moshav, where the soldiers carried
out their daily lives. The two met when the soldibad a get-together with women, set up by a
matchmaker, Mr. Meckler. They communicated viaelsttoften and both knew they were
destined to be together. After dating for six manenjamin and Esther finally tied the knot on
January 16, 1951. When speaking of his life witlhEs Mr. Midler explains, “My marriage
gave me more strength. | wanted to build a new lfaamd | had the will and courage to teach
my children not to be fearful of life, and always ducceed to the best of their ability.” Esther
and Ben first lived in The Moshav, where theirtfdgughter, Tova, was born. Feeling nostalgic
about her family in Haifa, Esther, Benjamin, and/donoved there, where they had their second
child, Nurit. Life in Haifa was rough, but Benjanstrived to provide everything he could for his
family. Ben and Esther made the decision to movdneerica where a better life could be
provided.
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On June 30, 1959, the Midler family arrived in tbaited States of America, where
Benjamin reunited with his Uncle Ben and Aunt ElliThe birth of his third daughter, Ellelien,
occurred in 1961. Living in America was prosperdasnjamin was “willing to take risks” and
he knew that now after the war, his life was indwe hands. He wanted to “make the best of it
and seize control.”

Currently, Benjamin lives in San Diego, Califormath his wife of 59 years. He has
learned to overcome the horrific events that o@xliduring the Holocaust by regularly speaking
at UCSD and informing people of the time when Jessee stripped of their being and robbed of
their souls. He also wrote a bodkje Life of a Child Survivor from Bialystock, Pafiadetailing
the time he spent in concentration camps and theinwésrael. Benjamin says that one must
forgive the Germans for their horrific actions, y@te can never forget them and how they
changed the lives of millions.

The Holocaust was the mass destruction of six anmillews over a period of time, in

which the Nazis reigned with terror. Benjamin Midig one of the 350,000 survivors that grieve
for those lost to the Nazis’ bloodlust.

-85 -






Assemblymember Warren Furutani
District 55

"

Is honored to present the story of
Holocaust survivor

Robert Geminder Interviewed by Yevgeniya Sosnovskaya
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By Yevgeniya Sosnovskaya

Holocaust through the Eyes of a Child

A child does not see the world through the same agean adult. He absorbs the world
around as a giant playground: forever expandingays changing and full of excitement. A
child cannot perceive war and death. He cannotrnsteled murdering people for their ethnicity;
he does not even know the meaning of the word feitlyri He knows that he is a Jew because
his parents, his neighbors and his friends tell, lbot he does not know that it is his ethnicity
that makes him different from others.

Robert Geminder was only four years old when Wdddr 1l began. He was born on
August 3, 1935, in Wroclaw, Poland. He and his old®ther, George, were growing up in a
wonderful family, surrounded with love and attentiof many relatives and friends. And then
came the year 1939. Most likely, George and Rodbielrtnot notice any changes. Being young
boys, they could not read the signs “Jews and dagsallowed” on the doors of cafes and
restaurants and did not know that their mother ¢adt buy food anywhere because nobody
would sell her, a Jew, anything. They did not ustdéend why one day their parents packed in a
hurry, and they all had to leave their house, dileith toys, memories and familiar colors and
smells. But they certainly saw that the adults vemared and it made the kids scared, too. It was
then that they first heard the words “war” and ZNabut those were just words for them, just
empty shells. Those shells became filled with megater: when their family was running
from the Germans; when their grandfather was tdlke@estapo; and when their father, Mano
Geminder, died a day before the German army ocdufianislawow. In that very city of
Stanislawow, on October 12, 1941 the empty shélth@words “Nazi” and “death” must have
turned into horrible monsters for two young boys.

On that day, twelve thousand Jews were murdergbercity cemetery by the order of
the Gestapo. In the early morning, the Germanst bots the houses where Jewish families
lived and kicked them out to the streets. As Rd&benbther remembered later: “thousands and
thousands of people. Sick and young, the very alil lzabies...” Families with children were
put on the trucks, others walked behind. Very speaple began to realize that the road they
followed was the road to the cemetery. What weey thinking then? Who can tell now? The
enormity of the genocide — mass murder of peoefpr the reason of their ethnicity — can not
be comprehended by normal human beings. Most likélythe very last moment those men,
women, and children did not believe the reality vafiat was happening. Bertl Geminder
remembered: “They took the people all day. The [gewpthe front, who came last, were first to
die. When it got dark....We heard that whoever is ¢eh go home... All of a sudden we felt
that we were squeezed together. The Germans wédendpdhands around us, what was left
...about 3,000 people were left, and they were squgars until one fell on top of the other,
like a pyramid. | saw both of the boys falling tetground... but | could not move a finger out
of my position. | was falling to the ground on apef people...”
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Miraculously, the Geminder family survived that twsr The boys lost consciousness,
and their mother could not find them under the bsdShe was forced away by her brother from
that awful place and left, almost sure that herhapiand two sons were dead. But her boys
survived: Robert’s grandmother found them and binbtigem home and it was, truly, a miracle.
The Jews, who lived through the massacre, wereetbak the Stanislawow ghetto. Two little
boys lived a very different life in a tiny, crowdefilthy apartment, in the room that they had to
share with several other families. They had littleno food to eat and very few clothes to wear.
George was eight years old, and Robert was siXdf@ni in the ghetto were a hindrance. They
could not work which meant they were of no useidéerally, Germans would raid the ghetto
with dogs, looking for children and killing thoseety found right on the spot. The brothers had
to learn a lot of new things: how to stay motioslés hours and how to hold their breath when
their grandmother hid them in the pantry duringhstjourges.” They also had to learn to eat
little crumbles of food that their mother managedting from her work outside the ghetto, and
how to walk in the ghetto and stay invisible frohe tGermans. During such short walks they
could see the bodies of Gestapo victims, hangimm flamp posts and scattered on the streets.

Realizing that the ghetto would be terminated sdlo& boys’ mother, Bertl, took a giant
risk and managed to take her children outside @fgtinetto. Her girlfriends hid them under their
skirts and they passed the checkpoint, unnoticedt Brought the boys to her work place and
hid them in the closet where Robert and Georgettadand silent and still for hours, with no
food or water. After work, Bertl retrieved her bagsd they fled to Warsaw, where they had to
live as gentiles. However, both Robert and Geotilevsere under a constant threat, because
with their dark hair and eyes they looked Jewisiminy people. Bertl, striving to ensure the
survival of her two boys, found a couple who liverd a farm outside of Krakow. She made a
deal with them: after the war they would receive tapartment buildings that she owned in
Germany, for the guaranteed safety of her childréhe couple agreed, and the children were
once again separated from their mother, and fotcdide with a family they did not know and
adapt to customs they did not understand, includioigg to the catholic mass every Sunday.
They must have felt so alone, only having eachrathéhe whole world. But even that was to be
taken away from them.

Once, when Robert and George attended mass on Y5uadarge forgot to remove his
hat, and instantly, rumors began to spread thatothewas Jewish. The scared farmers now
wanted to send the boys back. Their mother, howeeelld not take both. She came and picked
up only George, leaving Robert behind. At the pealthe war, in 1942, the seven year old
Robert was left all alone, forced to hide in a goaoh attic, forbidden to come out for the fear of
people would recognize him as a Jewish boy.

Robert remained trapped in that attic for two aflh months, often left without food or
water for days. At nighttime he sneaked out of dttee window and picked fruit from nearby
trees and took eggs from the chicken coop. Fin&bbert's mother returned for him. The boy
was filthy, with lice in his hair, and the dirt agdme crusted onto his skin, but - alive. She took
Robert back with her, to a town just outside of ¥éar. From then on, the family was forced to
move from town to town, from city to city, alwaysat afraid to stay in one place too long,
because at any moment somebody could recognizedbelaws. In 1944, the Russian army was
approaching Poland. Bertl and her second husband, &ecided that the family would be safer
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in a large city, so they moved to Warsaw. At tént, the Polish underground in Warsaw rose
up against the Germans. The Poles could not haicaiod eventually Germans took over the
city. Robert and his family were caught up in teballion and Germans sent them to Auschwitz
along with thousands of others.

Bertl knew that Auschwitz meant certain death foy dew. When they were brought to
the train station, she noticed that one car oftthie did not have a roof. She rushed to that car
with her family and they managed to squeeze injrgpfor a miracle. Luckily the miracle
happened. Prior to reaching Auschwitz, the tramdena sudden stop. Robert's step-father
helped him out over the wall of the roofless cad &old him to open the door, locked from the
outside. Little Robert managed to do just that #me family ran, never looking back. They
found refuge in a farmhouse belonging to a Polesthtite family. Later, they went to yet another
town and found a place to live there. In 1944, Russian army liberated that town. Soon after
that, the Geminder family moved to Czechoslovakiad from there to Germany, to the
American territory. They stayed in the American paior refugees for awhile and then, in 1945,
immigrated to the United States. Their new life degln this new life there were many events
and many people and also there were memories. Aadits true that a child sees the world
through the different eyes than an adult, but thodslelren, survivors of the Holocaust, were not
children anymore. After all they had been througfter all the horrors they had seen, their eyes
were not children’s eyes anymore and nor were tineimories children’s memories. For many
years Robert Geminder kept these memories and cshiheen with people. He prepared for
publication interviews with his mother, in whichestells her story of survival, day by day. He
accepted invitations to speak about Holocaustlaidls, libraries, colleges and other venues. He
spoke, and continues to speak, of his childhootiribaer was. In his story, through the years,
we hear the voices of millions of little boys andsgwho wanted so little, just to be children, but
whose lives were destroyed by the Holocaust. Wet keesp these voices in our memories and
tell our children about them.

Visitors of the Holocaust Museum in Washington, Dn@ust not miss the plaque with
the words on it: “Thou shalt not be a victim. Thehalt not be a perpetrator. Above all, thou
shalt not be a bystander.” Nobody’'s eyes, no asluhd no children’s must see another
Holocaust. But history does not happen by itsedf,mmake it happen.
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Assemblymember Ted Gaines
District 4

"

Is honored to present the story of
Holocaust survivor

Renee Tully Interviewed by Sarah Pritchard
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Bonee Tty

By Sarah Prité/hard

The Life of a Holocaust Survivor

Beginning in 1933 and ending 1945, the Holocausteth 12 long and torturous years.
Adolf Hitler, a man who had come to power in thelyed930s, and the Nazi party, persecuted
and planned the horrible torture and murder ofiom# of Jewish individuals living in Europe.
While an unbelievable number of people were kitleing the Holocaust, there were those who
managed to survive the ghettos, concentration caamasconstant torture brought upon them by
Hitler and the Nazis. | had the privilege of hegrihe incredible story of an amazing woman
who experienced the horrors of the Holocaust fiestd. Renee Tully willingly shared the story
of her years trying to survive the hellish timegste Holocaust.

Ursula Renate Hetch was born February 6, 192@anva in eastern Germany, where she
had a relatively normal childhood. When she was&ry old, her parents divorced. After the
divorce, Renee and her mother migrated to Franaeravehe went to school and learned the
French language. She was living in France wherfisdtefelt the effects of the beginning of the
Holocaust. Things began to change as World Wardké out. When it was required that the
Jewish people wear the Star of David, her mothaulavdt allow it. They changed their names
and it was decided that Ursula was to be knownexseR Tully for the rest of her life. She was
also forced to leave school. It was then that hether moved to Southern France.

While the war was going on it was very difficultrfRenee and her mother to stay in
contact, so they rarely spoke. Sadly, she had ea ibw her mother was doing. One day, she
was home when she heard a knock at the door. Wheearsswered the knock, she was surprised
to see a handsome young man standing at the déemingf to take her to see her mother.
Without knowing what was really occurring, she dogssed and left with the man. Sure enough
she was reunited with her mother, but not undectmglitions she was hoping for. The two were
being taken to Auschwitz, one of the most well-kndabor and death camps of the Holocaust.
She tried multiple times to escape before she waweth to another camp located in
Czechoslovakia. While at this new camp, her worls w@a make mortar shells. Living in this
camp, she witnessed many deaths. She found thatethe were taken to a shed or carried in
black bags to a gravesite and buried. Renee renrerohe of the worst parts of this camp being
the “selection.” She remembers a famous doctoritmpkver women and determining whether
or not they were good enough to go to the “pleakorese” or not. She says the hardest part of
the camp was witnessing her mother being looked dueng this selection. Renee was very
happy to see her mother was not wanted and they al#e to be together again. Sometime later,
Renee and her mother relocated to another campe\athihis camp, her mother became very ill.
Tully also became sick with jaundice. Because tmsant nothing to her anymore, she was not
aware of how long she was at this camp. Throughesannacle, Renee was able to escape on a
train to France.

After Renee was freed from the death camps, shespierienced several hardships. At

one point she even lost her home. After World Wdrald subsided, she was able to get a visa in
order to move to the United States after waitingamntan seven years. Once in America, she
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found a job and later met her husband, who hay gedised away. Renee states that she loves it
here and wouldn’t change a thing.

In the words of Renee Tully, “Life is funny andrigs happen.” She holds the mindset
that what happened already happened and she d¢emige it. She says that she doesn’t blame
anyone for what has happened, she only resentuthbility of society. It is quite obvious that
many people can learn from this extraordinary womwao believes that we can only make the
best of what has happened in the past.
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Assemblymember Mary Hayashi
District 18

"

Is honored to present the story of
Holocaust survivor

Stan Felson Interviewed by Ellen Ryan

Acknowledgements

Rabbi Harry A. Manhoff, Ph.D
Temple Beth Sholom
San Leandro, CA

Rita Clancy, MSW
Holocaust Survivor Program Coordinator
Jewish Family and Children’s Services of the East Bay
Berkeley, CA

-97 -






S lirre Ftbon

By Ellen Ryan

| was born in Glubokie, Poland, an area in whatds Belarus, a town of about 10,000
people. In Poland only 10% of the population wewish but in Glubokie about 60% of the
people were. My father had a small business. $&& Wo buy grain and take it to the mill to
make flour. Our town was a regional center; it hadwn square, a weekly farmers’ market and
was surrounded by four main streets. Our houke,dthers in the town, was about 500 square
feet and had a large vegetable garden with a roik cThere wasn’t any plumbing instead there
was a nearby well with public baths.

My schooling began at age five with three yearprofate school to learn Hebrew. This
was followed by five years in public school andrtlzeyear learning bookkeeping. Even though
| was a good student, | was unable to find a jdbat is why | went to work with my father in
the store.

The Russians came in 1939 when Russia took ovaga part of Poland in an agreement
with the Nazis. My father was forced to close kisre as it was a “capitalist” enterprise.
Financially, things got more difficult, but wordean that was the sense of fear that pervaded our
lives. Even though Glubokie was technically pdrRassia at this point, my mother’'s Russian
relatives were still inaccessible because of thesRuns’ mistrust of the Poles and their refusal to
allow them to cross the border. Some wealthiee®ulere sent to Siberia, which ironically was
their salvation. Sooner or later, those who stdyetuind were shot.

The Germans came to Glubokie in the summer of 1844t up our street. After their
arrival life became very difficult and they estabked a ghetto into which all the Jews were
forced to move. My aunt’s house was within thermary, so my parents, my two brothers and |
moved in. The Germans formed a council of Jewhraunity leaders called the Judenrat and
it had its own police force to act as intermediaith the Jewish population. They cooperated
with the Germans because they thought it wouldegtahe Jews from annihilation. In the end,
of course, it did not. We would hear reports froefugees from other parts of Poland of large
groups of Jews, Russians and gypsies being kiledye knew what was coming and we were
terrified. The Germans killed 19,000 Jews in PsKdhe first year. 47,000 Russian prisoners of
war were killed in the winter of 1941. In our gteein two incidents, 150 Jews were taken away
and shot between December, 1941, and spring, 194f#tse was yet to come.

In June of 1942, strangers, the SD, German exew®roall came to town and massacred
2,500 Jews, which was half the Jewish populatiotheftown. The day before, a German doctor
told my brother, who worked in a small clinic, notgo home to sleep that night, so | didn’'t go
home either. As we learned the next day, my parand my younger brother hid in the attic that
night. The next morning, the Nazis separated ‘fasde and “non-essential” workers. The
“non-essential” group was taken into the foresvh®re great trenches had been dug. They were
forced to lie down naked in rows on top of eachenthThen they were machine gunned and
buried. After the massacre, the deepening sentessfand dread made life an agony. But at
least our family was still together.
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As the months passed, | began to look for a wagstape. At first | hesitated for fear my
disappearance might bring harm to my family. Balsb knew that to stay would sooner or later
be fatal. All Jews were being killed eventualkn opportunity presented itself in November of
1942. A couple of Jewish partisans (the Resisjacame to town to take escaped Jews from
other towns into the forest for refuge. | joindek tgroup as they escaped the ghetto. After a
couple of days’ travel, we met a Partisan leadéq vecruited me and another fellow to join his
group. | had no weapon, no experience or trairiog,] was glad to join. We built shelters in
the forest by digging down a few feet and covethmgspace with a roof of tree trunks, straw and
earth. We scavenged the local farms for donatan®od and had plenty. | volunteered for
missions to bring weapons or refugees across time. fiSometimes | would find myself in a tight
spot, get lost, or be shot at, but | generally liat on my side, always making it safely back to
my group. The Partisans controlled certain tetyiteso we could feel relatively safe in those
areas.

| made up my mind in April of 1943 to return to Gokie and try to rescue my family. |
didn’t even know for sure if they were still alivét was very dangerous to go back and it took
several days to make contact, first with my brothen, then with our parents. Eventually, my
mother, my younger brother Labele, and Don met rhere/| was waiting for them in hiding
outside the town. My father did not come with theide had been afraid to leave. | learned
later that the head of the Jewish police had madexample of him — when Don didn’t show up
for work, the police arrested my father, my aumgd a cousin. All three were shot as
punishment. The fact that my mother and brothetsogt was a victory, but my father’s death
was a tragedy that has stayed with me all my life.

We headed east from Glubokie because it seemeshthst, and | was able to secure a
place for my mother and Labele in the home of sowi@nd her daughter, who welcomed them,
in a village called Liasiny, in a Partisan enclavia retrospect, this was a tragic choice, but
again, | was doing the best | could while tryingntake difficult decisions with little to go on.
Some months later we learned that the Germans dradlicted a search and destroy mission in
the area they were in. | made my way back to hia$o find that the whole village had been
burned down — the concept of partisan territory @wasllusion. The widow told me they had
been killed, betrayed by a local farmer.

Don and | had joined another group of Partisanthéarea, as my original group had
gone west when | went to search for my family. @ader was a Russian Jew named Meyerson,
who put me in charge of a combat group of abountywenen. And we were armed. We kept
moving, sometimes living in the forest and somesinme the homes of farmers, mainly we
survived. While we did our best to avoid confraimias with the Germans, we would
occasionally get caught in an ambush. One tim&as shot in the leg during one of our
missions. | healed up in about a month, with tegptof a good nurse and some homemade
vodka.

In December of 1943, | was overjoyed to find the eba neighbor from before the war.
In August, the ghetto had been burned to the groudavid’s father had boosted him up to the
roof of a bakery and he climbed inside and hid baael. Because it was built with cement, the
bakery did not burn. He was being hidden by fiitess and all were Catholic spinsters who
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risked their lives to shelter him. | took him withe and he was with our group until we were
liberated. We kept in contact for the rest oflties

Back in the east, in the spring of 1944, our missiagainst the Germans continued. We
didn’t have tanks or planes, but we had dynamitd,\@e put it to good use blowing up railroad
tracks. We would set a series of twenty or thictyarges along a section of track, with
successively shorter fuses. We'd light the longests first, all the way down, then run 100 feet
or so, and listen to the explosions. | actuallypged that.

At about that time | learned of some Gentile calaors who helped the Germans
slaughter the Jews in a town near Glubokie. West&d several of them and turned them over
to Meyerson. They were interrogated and execui#then we were liberated by the Soviets, |
was also able to find and arrest a couple of pola@ from our town and turn them over to the
Soviets. The police had been a lot worse tharGigrenans in their brutality.

We were liberated in the spring of 1944, with tharoh of the Red Army through the

area. Don joined the Soviet army and | workedifférént jobs until the end of the war in 1945.
We went from home to Poland, then to Germany tasplBced Persons camp in the American
zone. It was there, where we felt free for the firee. Of the possibilities open to us from there
we decided to seek our futures in America. Ourhms sister Katie lived in San Francisco.
My mother had written to her in the 1930s whendilitame to power, appealing to her to try to
save at least one member of our family, who cobkhtbring the rest of the family later, as
people did back then. After some difficulty, werev@ble to locate and correspond with Auntie
Katie, and she sponsored us to come to the UniesS Since she had come to the U.S. before
World War | she was shocked to hear that all offaerly was killed.

We set to work immediately on our arrival, learniggglish and getting jobs. We felt
very lucky in this new city, which seemed like pidis® compared to the hell we had just left. |
soon began working as a salesman for Watkins ptedudter that | started selling plastic
tablecloths, which took me to Portland, Oregon.eféhl met and married Pearl. We started our
own tablecloth business in Seattle, where we lieedeven years, and had three sons. Don had
also married and he went into the constructionr®ss with our uncle in San Francisco. We
returned to San Francisco in 1958 and [, too, wentthe construction business.

Stan Felson has lived in Hayward for several dexaded continues to work on
construction projects such as renovating a crafishwuse he has owned for forty years. His
wife Pearl passed away in 2009, but he remainsediosis sons and their families. His son
Leonard gives an account of an emotional journegklda Glubokie in 1993, for a memorial
service fifty years after the Nazis annihilated ¢letto. Over the years in the United States he
has met other survivors from time to time and sgenirs sharing accounts of their strife and
survival. But he was ambivalent about returninghe place of such great pain and loss. All
three sons went with him “back home” to bear witne#\gain and again, the sight of people
from the past, or their surviving family membersyught forth tears.

Leonard wrote of the experience when they reacheddRie, “Fellow survivors, who
had arrived from Israel, Germany, other parts da&es and the United States, swarmed our car
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in a bubbling mixture of Hebrew, Yiddish and RussialLike an ultimate class reunion, they
hugged and kissed each other through their teargogous laughter. | had never seen my father
so alive. That week, when he cried you could fieelpain and sorrow. When he laughed, it was
uninhibited joy. From early morning until past might, | saw a father engaged with life,
talking mostly in Yiddish to long-ago friends whodges also had been haunted by the
Holocaust. The world he lost left a permanent,gnimg pain he never has shaken. | never could
empathize with his yearning for the irreplaceabiélwone quiet afternoon in Glubokie, when |
sat on the back porch of the only surviving Jewdsse. | sensed the calm of the town and what
it must have felt like to be surrounded by lifeldingnds and extended family, and | understood
my father’s loss.”
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By Corina Martinez and Steven Mufioz

Holding on to Humanity: A Holocaust Survivor’'s Sjor

When looking at the history of World War Il and tHelocaust, as well as listening to the
narratives of its victims and survivors, people eraily characterize the period as a time of
undeniable inhumanity. For those who lived during war and escaped Nazi brutality because
they were either not Jewish or not considered ural#de by the party, acknowledging the
inhumanity is also a confrontation with their comjpy. Understandably, many remained silent
instead of openly condemning Nazi crimes out of fiea their lives and those of their loved
ones, but their silence allowed the Holocaust fgpkea and to continue. For everyone, including
those born in the decades following the end ofHbcaust, a sense of guilt and horror is felt
because they are all confronted with the potent@al wickedness that humans have.
Compounding this guilt and horror is the questibrihaw one can retain dignity and humanity
when treated so inhumanely, and whether, if givenahance, one would respond to inhumane
treatment in kind.

In 1943, four years after the outbreak of World Wand the accompanying Holocaust,
William Z. Good was given the opportunity for reution. William was the eldest son in a well-
to-do Jewish family of four. His father, Dov, ratuspentine factory in the town of Niemenczyn,
located in Poland. The factory workers were all-dewish locals to whom Dov was very kind.
Dov’s kindness proved life-saving when on Septenfer 1941, one of these locals, Felicja
Paszkowska, came to warn the family that the Naeiee having her husband and others dig a
mass grave with the intention of executing all lheal Jews. William’s mother, Chana, and his
little brother, Motl, hid underneath a massive mfefirewood nearby the turpentine factory for
two days. On the third day, feeling restless, Mefti the shelter, and was caught by Niemenczyn
police and taken to jail for execution under Nazlews. Chana grew worried when Motl did not
return that night and she too left the hiding platsearch of him. After finding out that Motl
had been caught and was at the jail waiting focetien, Chana decided to surrender herself to
the police and die alongside her son so that hdduoat spend his last moments alone. A few
days later they were killed. William was in hidinigiring those days and recalls hearing the
gunshots that killed his mother and brother, bud waaware that it was they who were executed
until two weeks later.

Two years later, in 1943, William confronted twoeNienczyn policemen while he was
in hiding in an empty barn. He and his Russiamftienanaged to disarm the men. During his
time on the run, William became a very sharp shoatel carried a very powerful handgun
loaded with six bullets. While holding them at gomg, William interrogated the men about
their participation in the executions of his mothed brother. William contemplated killing the
officers, but the men begged him to spare the@gdignd denied involvement in the deaths of his
mother and brother. Frustrated with the possibilitt he could be Killing two innocent men,
William released the officers telling them to “rub&fore he change his mind. For a long time
William felt great shame that he denied himselfilbetion against the Nazis for everything they
had done to him and other Jews.
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The execution of Chana and Motl was one of maniprastperpetrated by the Nazis that
William experienced. In June 1941, he heard a ruthat the Nazis intended to castrate all
young men in Wilno, Poland, where he then livedar8d of the possibility of the Nazis coming
after him, he and another friend packed a bag, sdatkes, and rode their bikes to Minsk (then
part of Russia). The Nazis had arrived in MinskobefWilliam and his friend. William recalls
seeing the Nazis gunning down civilians from lowisfg planes. His friend was shot and killed
by one of these planes while standing by his stampletely alone, William decided to return
home.

Not long after his arrival in Wilno, a Nazi who wesunding up Jews captured William.

He, along with the other Jews, were taken to a patktold they would be cleaning up the ruins
from the bombardments the following morning. Whiea tmorning came they were put on trucks
covered in canvas and taken to the Ponary ravinee @hey arrived, drunken Lithuanian soldiers
holding machine guns met them. As the soldiersefddtcim and the other Jews to approach the
ravine, William became aware that the ravine wationing as a mass grave where he and the
others would be executed. William stumbled at thme moment a soldier shot at him. The
soldier was too drunk to notice that the gunshat ot hit William and he was not dead.
William knew that he would be killed if he movedt hay still as the bloody bodies of other Jews
fell on top of him. These bodies protected him; soé&liers were aware that not everyone was
dead and proceeded to spray bullets at all of thoslee grave to ensure their deaths. Once the
soldiers left, Willlam was able to escape by diggia hole under the barbed-wire fence
surrounding the grave. William was one of five suovs to escape the massacre at Ponary.

On his way back to Wilno, a peasant family helpedligvh by giving him food and a
change of clothes. When he reached Wilno, he taddmily about what had happened and
what he had seen. Although his family believed hather Jews did not. Dov decided to move
the entire family back to their home in Niemenczyat the Nazis had already stationed several
Lithuanian Nazis at their home and the turpentimetdry. These Lithuanians worked closely
with William’s family until William’s father receied Felicja’s warning the night of September
20, 1941. The following morning, William narrowlys@ped death at the hands of Steponas
Nera, the Lithuanian he thought was a friend. Hithdr also escaped execution that morning
when Niemenczyn police captured him. They remaimetiiding separately until November
1941, when they were reunited.

For the next two-and-a-half years, Dov and Williamere on the run. During the
summers, they would hide out in snake-infested gugarDuring the winters, several peasant
families responded to Dov’s kindness before the avat risked their lives to hide him and his
son. Stas Konsiewicz, Josef, and llewicz are séysraple whose kindness William greatly
treasures. The kindness that stands out to Willilwmygh, was that of his father. Not only did
Dov’s kindness save their lives, but it also satrellives of other Jews: during those years Dov
supported seven other escapees. When William guestiDov’'s decision to give a family of
five half of his savings to guarantee their saf&@gy replied, “My son, do you know whether a
month from now — a week from now — you or | will dkeve? Do you have assurance that we will
need that money ever?” Dov’'s words and actions Igeaffected William, who described
himself as angry throughout the ordeal. He diredtesl anger at the two Niemenczyn police
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officers he captured in 1943, but having learnednhfhis father’'s behavior, he restrained himself
from acting on that anger.

As the Red Army advanced toward Poland and Littaiami 1944, Dov and William
acknowledged that the war was turning against then@ans. When they first set sight on Soviet
tanks in July 1944, they emerged from their undargd bunker filled with joy, knowing they
had survived the war. It was time for them to moweand figure out what they would do with
their lives. Throughout the time William was on tlm he carried his diploma in his boot heel.
The nails that William had hammered into the hebemw he repeatedly had to repair his boots
throughout the war tore the document. The torn dwmni proved to be somewhat of an obstacle
when William arrived in Torino, Italy after the waiith the intention to enroll in medical school.
Furthermore, there was a language barrier: thedameisof the university did not speak Polish,
and William did not speak Italian. William, howeyelid speak some German, which allowed
him to communicate with the president via a traioslarhe condition of William’s diploma and
the language issue required that it be verified, thie university president gave him instructions
on how to do so. Three months later, William wasoled in the medical program, but not
without more obstacles. William still could not sgeltalian and had to learn it almost
immediately because of an upcoming exam. With #ip bf an Italian/English dictionary and an
English/Polish dictionary, William was able to paeg for the exam, as well as learn two new
languages.

William continued to overcome adversity and demi@tstdetermination even after the
war and enrolling in medical school. He was unable=ceive a scholarship, so he made a living
by teaching Hebrew in the Jewish community of Rokte.and two other students, also WWII
survivors, established a Jewish student home fagees, where he met his wife, Pearl. After
completing medical school in 1951 at the Universityrorino Faculty of Medicine and Surgery
he moved to the United States. Two years latedume 7, 1953, he and Pearl were married. On
July 7, 1954, she gave birth to their first soneTirstborn was later followed by a set of
fraternal twins: a boy and a girl.

Neither William nor Pearl ever kept their experienérom their children, however, when
they were very young and inquired whether Williaad hever killed any Germans (and how
many), his response was that he would tell themmuthey were older. When his daughter,
Anne, turned thirteen she once again asked how rzamgans he had killed, reminding him
that he had promised to tell her when she was ol she was indeed now older. William told
her the story about capturing the two Niemenczylicemen and how he released them. As
earlier related, William had always felt shame dhgiving up his chance for retribution, but he
was surprised and relieved when Anne embraced harsaid, “Dad, I'm so glad you've never
killed another human being.” This was one of thesmimportant moments of his life, and again
reassured him that he had done the right thing.

People often overlook the humanity that prevailedirdy the Holocaust, but even at
thirteen, Anne was able to acknowledge and valud\ihether it was the victims of subhuman
crimes or those who came to their aid that dematetrhumanity, it is evident that humanity
can exist and even flourish in the most inhumames$i. Moreover, it is a sense of humanity that
can keep people alive. The reciprocating kindiets/een Dov and the peasants kept him and
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William alive. Dov’s kindness kept other Jews alive an environment where most would
typically think of their own survival first. Inséel of taking advantage of retribution, William
chose to retain his humanity, and it saved thesliwEthose two Niemenczyn police officers.
When reflecting on the Holocaust, we should allrasidedge this and value the potential we all
have to be exemplary human beings, not just foroeur sake, but also for the sake of others.
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Grten van Creveldd

By Elizabeth Wilson

Mrs. van Creveld’'s Remarkable Story

'In a world where humans are free to do right andlo wrong there will always be evil actions. K tHolocaust is
to teach us anything, it must be a realization thra¢ has to speak out against evil. Even a limitedertain,
anguished fight against the darkness is better thanendering to the evils of the past and the pnéslay.’

— Rabbi Albert Friedlander

With the words of Rabbi Friedlander ringing in merg | walked up the stairs with great
anticipation to interview and document the storyEdien Leonie Werthauer van Creveld - a
Holocaust survivor. She greeted me graciously amtl she was honored to tell me her story and
answer my questions, and so we began. | learreddbay she is an active participant in the
Bay Area Hidden Children Group, which is a netwngkiand support group for the hidden
children during the Holocaust living in the Bay Arend that she has helped compile a book on
the Hidden Children.

| met and interviewed her in her home in Belmomhe first thing she said was that she
was a much loved child whose every whim was metsked Mrs. van Creveld if the experience
of being a hidden child had changed her outlookfen She replied, "Yes, very different." She
went on to say that she was the youngest childveesl very spoiled. However, as a hidden
child, she had to become strong, handle diffisitliations, and cope; she could not be spoiled.
Mrs. van Creveld then told the story of a familyonrhid a fleeing family and in return had to
send their children away, because children “tallShe went on to say that houses in their
neighborhood were right next to each other, sohidden family had to be discreet. Children
could not talk, toilets could not be flushed wheae tamily was not home, and one could not
walk around too much.

This all changed when the family fled. Ellen vane@ild was born in Amsterdam,
Holland in 1933 to a well-to-do, non-religious fdyni She was doted on by her extended family,
nannies and particularly her father. She atterptecte school. She remembers her extended
family visiting, and talking of moving to other diments. Her family plan was to immigrate to
South America. On May 10, 1940, the war came to t&rdam. Her mother, father, two brothers
and she all fled to ljmuiden to travel to Englan@ihey waited on the beach for a ship to take
them to England, but the ships had stopped tratingdteeing immigrants. Since they could not
make it to England, they returned home. She remesithe shock of returning home to her own
bed, after sleeping on the beach, to find thahfteefrom Rotterdam had been bombed out and
were now at their home. The bright side was shet@aleep with her parents when she got
scared. Ellen was a bright, innocent and vivacithikl of 6 years old who thought her parents
could protect her from anything. School resumed flays after Holland's capitulation and she
returned to learning and playing with her classmatEor two years, life went on. Little Ellen
did not know she was Jewish. She did not knowttihafighting was about the extermination of
the Jewish race. She was a protected and pamlitieedirl. Her home life changed over the
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two year period when her aunt immigrated to Philglda in 1939, which meant that her
grandmother now lived with Ellen's family.

In October 1942 she could no longer attend theagegivschool with her friends, but
instead had to wear a Yellow Star at all times had to attend a Jewish school. Despite this,
many families in the neighborhood were very supperbf her family during these difficult
times. By 9, Ellen was an independent spirit. Hamily faced daily the difficulty of
transportation, for they could not ride public spartation or bicycles, and all vehicles had been
confiscated. Because of Ellen's strength and pali$pneven though she was no longer allowed
to enter homes of some of her friends, she dichgavay and continued her friendships with her
classmates. To this day, she still is in contaith & friend from ' grade! Mrs. van Creveld
witnessed teachers and children disappearing frernhighborhood and new families joining
them. When the Joodse Raad (Jewish Council) movedher Jewish school, she and other
children entered sealed homes to retrieve belosgaigamilies who were rounded-up by the
authorities and housed in the school gym. In Sepéx 1943 only three children remained at the
school.

Ellen learned what fear was during this time. Bendmother, father, and brothers were
rounded up but fortunately were allowed to retusmb. The second time, her grandmother was
rounded up, Ellen never saw her again.

On November 5, 1943, Ellen's father came home arutitbe family was to be picked up
that night. She remembers leaving her home witth geerson carrying one bag! She and her
parents were hidden with a family in Amsterdam-Wésr brothers with a family from her
father's office. They were not allowed outside &rfew weeks while they waited for the
Underground to take them to the railroad statidihe Underground gave them new names and
Ellen's parents false papers. They traveled tedbtr Ellen said she felt odd being outside and
not wearing a Yellow Star. In Utrecht, she and flaenily hid beneath a retail store located on
the canal.

Ellen and her family's flight to freedom must hden terrifying. She remembers that
they went by train to Bergen op Zoom and were thleced on a bus destined for Putten at the
Belgian border that didn't have room for her pageshe screamed and cried until her parents
were allowed on the bus. When the bus arriveduiteR they got off and walked to the Belgian
border. At the border they had to crawl throudbagbed wire fence, where a lady on a bicycle
said the guards were at the far end. Ellen andameity took the trolley to Antwerp and then the
train to Brussels.

Mrs. van Creveld remembers the contrast of lifdmmsterdam, Holland with her new life
in Brussels. She did not have to wear the Yellaar.S There was plenty of food. December
1943 in Brussels was very festive for Christmas la@dentire family was together. The family
had moved from the Underground boardinghouse infwrizate home where her father had
rented a few rooms. Ellen was entered into a spralhte school, saw a few of her classmates
(also using other names) from her school in Amsierénd learned her first French words. Mrs.
van Creveld was truly happy.
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Her family began preparations to secretly leaveSpain. It was not to be. First her
father got sick, and then Ellen got diphtheriatrs®y could not leave. At this time they lived in
an apartment in the Schaerbeek section of BrussetsApril 6, 1944, her mother and younger
brother were out shopping, and crossed the stoettiad their feet would not get wet. At that
time, Jacques, Brussels' Jewish traitor, was pickin a Dutch Jewish family who was hidden
across the street from Ellen's family. Jacquekegiaip Ellen's mother and younger brother and
took them to the Avenue Louise, Gestapo Headquadaed then returned for Ellen and her
father.

Mrs. van Creveld said she lost her hearing in lwdther ears because of the diphtheria
and that is why she survived this horrible timeec8use of the diphtheria, she was sent to the
hospital section of the former Jewish orphanag€baussee Boondael. She remembers vividly
that before getting a bowl of soup, she had tdsté&ning to a language she couldn't understand,
her first introduction to Seder.

Mrs. van Creveld stated that her older brother, $lavas not picked up because he was
late getting home. Only Mrs. van Creveld and Hamwived the Holocaust. Hans traveled to
Normandy and joined the Army.

In May 1944, she was sent to a home in Linkebeekléwish children under 16, where
life was restricted and crowded. Later she wassparted to Aische, an old castle in ruins near
Namur.

In August 1944, the Germans told the children thaly were going to transport them
back to Germany. Farmers heard of their plight @o# them in. Ellen enjoyed the freedom of
exploring the countryside and eating white bread.

On her 11th birthday in September 1944, she wasngé birthday party by the 101th
Tank Unit soldiers and received a surprise vigitrfrher older brother Hans. She remembers the
chocolates. However, in December 1944 the Germamsched a counteroffensive. Mrs.
Creveld recalls that the noise was terrifying.

In May 1945, the complete European liberation o@ir An employee from her father's
office in Brussels came for her and dropped herabfh distant relative in Brussels. Ellen was
still sick and spent the summer at Coxijde's sea&shkm recuperate. In September 1945 her
distant relative made arrangements with the Re@<ro have Ellen returned to Holland. Ellen
did not want to go to another children's home s@mwbBhe got to Eindhoven's Repatriation
Center (het Veemgebouw from Phillips) she told #nghorities that she had friends in
Amsterdam. A long drive later, she was reuniteth\wer close girlfriend, Ernie, and her family.
She lived with them until July 1946 when she leit the United States to live with her mother's
sister’s family.

Ellen loved life in the United States, went to salhanade friends, and enjoyed life.
Unfortunately, her uncle became sick, and she wdsnmger welcomed. Hans decided that Ellen
should return to Amsterdam, Holland where she becanwar foster child. Mrs. van Creveld
spoke of the pain of hiding her personality as stefo child. Later, she obtained her college
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degree so that she could achieve her dreams. 8teel $hat living in Holland at this time was
horrible and she felt very alone. She said thahdgvn Holland was meaningless, because she
had lost both of her parents and she had nothihthiere.

My eyes were opened not only to the plight, shaeild vulnerability of children during
the Holocaust, but to the extreme danger and uphdaat sympathetic families were willing to
endure to protect the children and families of thjsistice. They faced upheaval themselves
when hiding fleeing families, and children that stimes their own children had to be sent
away. In listening to Mrs. van Creveld my heartsvwaoken and enlightened all at the same
time. | was sad for what Mrs. van Creveld went tigto but glad that she was able to move on
and seems to have come full circle in her life foda

But who will continue to tell the story of the Halust when the children of the survivors
are gone? | believe it is up to us, the students. Ellen van Creveld is a strong and brave
individual and we must continue to remember thegsgiies she went through in order to make
sure nothing like the Holocaust can ever happemaga
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By Jordana Steinberg and Anita Cisneros

A Survivor's Voice

Sometimes parents give us directions like, “Dorybamework!” or “Go to bed!” or
“You are not going to Starbucks today before religi school so stop complaining!” This can
irritate us and make us forget the blessings tleahawe and how lucky we are.

These blessings became very clear to us when warl Hgernie Marks talk about his
horrible experiences during the Holocaust.

Bernie’s life before World War Il was just likeelife of any other kid of his day. In fact,
Bernie told a story about how he would jump onliaek of the trolley car so he wouldn’t have
to pay the fee, or how, after school, he wouldtwiss aunt so he could ride up and down the
elevator in her apartment building. Then, she wdrddt him to an ice cream cone. He was able
to go where he wanted, say what he felt, and em@yreedom, just like any other child in Lodz,
Poland.

Bernie Marks was born Ber Makowski in a moderrustdal town of Lodz, Poland. Both
of his parents and their parents were born in L&d#and as well.

The Jews in Lodz were mostly Orthodox, some Modanthodox, and some Reform. All
branches of Judaism practiced their religion, aneldl harmoniously together. That harmony in
the Jewish community was the target of the invadwagis, who used the local Christian
population of German (Volksdeutche) heritage tam#ee persecution of the Jews.

Life for Bernie dramatically changed on Septem@itr, 1939, upon the invasion by the
Germans. Bernie was on the Freedom Plaza, handihglices of watermelons to the Polish
troops going to the front. What he saw was unbalé&. The German troops were greeted by
Poles and Germans with flowers and the “Heil Hitkalute. We can’t imagine what it would be
like to wake up one day and have freedom to gahoa and see friends, and then the next day,
be forced to live in a ghetto.

All the Jewish people had ten minutes to vacagryhing and to hurry to an area called
Baluty, which was a slum area of the city in Lo@aluty became the ghetto, which was formed
in March 1940, surrounded by barbed wire. Germardgiwere posted all around to make sure
no one escaped. Outside of the perimeter signs wested that read, “FORBIDDEN TO
ENTER THIS IS A JEWISH AREA.”

It is hard to comprehend what life was like insttle ghetto if you did not live there.
Everybody had to register with the Gestapo. Behaié to contend with a list of what was not
allowed: no radios, no cameras, no furs or anyrolinaury. Electricity and heating were not
permitted between the hours of 6pm and 6am.
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Hans Biebow, a Nazi party member, was appointethéyuthorities in Berlin to oversee
the Lodz ghetto. Recognizing the expertise of theslin the garment, leather and other
industries, Biebow formed additional factories tipabduced pre-fabricated cement slabs for
housing construction projects. The appointed Eldé#ite Jews (Judenradt), Chaim Rumkowski,
and Hans Biebow formed many factories using theslewhe Ghetto as slave laborers.

In exchange for their labor, the Jews, Bernie wawided meager food rations of 600
calories a day. The daily rations had no meat,atoTthe food consisted primarily of turnips,
some vegetables, sugar beets, bread, sugar, sdaate fions, and imitation coffee.

Bernie’s father, Joseph, was Bernie’'s angel. Hgstered his son with the Gestapo as
being born in 1927. As a result, Bernie was ablgetioa work permit that allowed him to work in
a tailor shop as a cloth cutter for nearly fourrgedhe job provided him with meals, including
soup, in addition to the meager food rations of 68l@ries a day given to their Jewish prisoners.
The daily rations had no meat, no fat. The foods@iad primarily of turnips, some vegetables,
sugar beets, bread, sugar, some potato rationspratatgion coffee.

In August of 1944, Bernie’s entire family was “gped” off to Auschwitz in boxcars. In
each boxcar there were 80-100 people. In Bernie¥cdr, people were screaming, children
crying, people dying for lack of sanitation, anddig any food. The trip should have lasted 6
hours, but instead, it lasted 2 days and 3 nighp®n arrival, the Nazis opened the boxcar, and
determined who was to live in and who was to diteiAthe selection, the heads of all the men,
including Bernie and his father, were shaved aed thodies sprayed with a white powder. They
were issued a cap, a pair of pants and a shirbwithockets. Bernie remembers that they looked
like a set of pajamas, gray and blue in color. m#he men were assigned a number (Bernie’s
was 96136 and his father's was 96135) which wdedatl into their left arm. They were told,
“You have no name - you are a number and do ngetadhis.”

The following day, they were assigned to huge dzks, and given their task, moving
heavy rocks to build roads. “The September sumrags evere hot and very humid, we sweated
a lot, and were not allowed any water, only vettyelifood at the end of the work day,” Bernie
remembers. Then came a new selection, and againieBand father were selected to be sent to
Dachau concentration camp. The trip lasted 4 dags4anights with no food and no water. 25%
of the people in the boxcars died from exhaustiwh lack of nutrition. Those who survived this
long journey piled the dead bodies in a cornehefliox car.

Bernie speaks at length about what his arrival hkas “Our transport arrived in Dachau
at night, all boxcars were pushed to another tratigre we remained over night, still locked in
those box cars. The following day our transport wawing again. Father and I, and others read
the names of the stations we passed, not recognaig of the names. The train stopped at a
station called Kaufering, then moved slowly to deotopen area, a field without a name. We
were ordered to jump out very fast, as the guaiitts big German shepherd dogs, kept shouting
‘Ruass Schnell, Rauss Schngllimp out fast).”

They were marched in military formation to a saoap of Dachau named Hurlach,
officially designated as Kaufering 1V. Hurlach wasslave labor camp, and for the next seven
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months, they slaved away in a gravel pit 30 mebetsw ground. Bernie and father extracted
gravel for the purposes of mixing sand and cemebhstruct a building known as Weingut Il,
which was hidden in the forest. It would eventudlgcome a factory used to produce jet
airplanes.

Bernie and his father were finally liberated bg tnited States 12th Armored Division
on April 27, 1945. At that time, Bernie weighed p&dunds and had typhoid fever. Bernie was
moved to St. Ottilien Lacaret, a monastery, to pecate. St. Ottilien was made up of Franciscan
monks and Polish nurses who cared for wounded Gesoldiers.

When Bernie was strong, he started attending $cAdter missing 5 ¥z years of school,
“catching up” took him 2 years at 10 hours a day,days a week. At same time Bernie took
college courses in electrical engineering. He algglied as a stateless person for a visa to move
to the United States. In 1947, Bernie came to thiged States, where he re-started high school.
This ultimately took 14 months. He volunteeredtfoe US Army, went back to Germany where
he served as a translator. His stint in the Arngp abok him to Japan and Korea. He graduated
from Finley Engineering College in Kansas City, Btiari as an Electrical-Nuclear Engineer. He
married his high school sweetheart Eleanor Cohewd had two daughters and four
grandchildren, all residing in California.

After a long delay, Bernie finally achieved a ldifg ambitious goal of becoming a Bar
Mitzvah at the age of 79. Bernie is very activecammunity service, presenting the Holocaust
from a personal perspective to high schools, miggdleools, universities and adult groups all
over the world.

Life is too short to waste. Every opportunity cavand goes, but you have to take risks
that come to you. Bernie did just that, and thwhg he and his father survived the Holocaust.
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By Ashley Brady

“ Anyone can give up, it's the easiest thing in tbddimo do. But
to hold it together when everyone else would uridedkif you fell
apart, that's true strength.” ~Unknown

Jack llles is an 84 year old Holocaust survivas parents divorced when he was 5 years
old and he lived with his father in Budapest. Hitheér remarried and had three kids. His mother
and two sisters lived in Gyongyds and later diedhie Auschwitz concentration camp. Anti-
Semitism was heavily prevalent in Hungary, evermteethe war started. The country cooperated
with Germany during World War II, and by 1944, akhall non-Jewish Hungarians had joined
in the persecution of the Jewish people.

In Budapest, the Jewish people were forced to Weayellow Star of David. They were
treated poorly and the men were required to dcefibtabor, primarily to repair railroad damage
from bombs. These men were organized into workaoieg of 200 laborers each. Jack’s father
was forced into the bridge in 1943.

In April of 1944, Jack and all Jewish boys bornlB26 and1927 were lined up outside
their homes and taken away to serve on work brigadéey were based in the city of
Kiskunhalas. The work they did was predominantiyaigng buildings and tracks, which had
been bombed.

At one point as Jack approached a burning cadtlehe saw an older man throwing sacks
of flour out of the flames. As he peered closerrdegnized this man as his father. The guard
who was supervising Jack was a vicious man, bl pity on Jack and allowed him to go to his
father. They embraced in tears; Jack hadn't seefatiier since he was taken in 1943. Jack and
his father were stationed on the same projectlfout3 weeks, but in separate brigades. When
they left the project, his father’'s brigade marcheaards Russia and Jack never saw his father
or anyone from that brigade again.

On October 11, 1944, Jack heard shooting and tidnigrfriend Leslie ran for their lives.
They watched from 300 feet as Hungarians and Gesrshnt and killed 200 of their fellow
workers in cold blood. Jack and Leslie managedstage and hide in a nearby attic. The only
thing in the attic was sand that was used to putfioes from the bombs. Jack was extremely
cold because he had nothing with him but the cktrehis back. Leslie, being more rotund than
Jack, wasn't as cold.

After two days, the boys left the attic and stmealking towards what they thought was
Budapest. They were wrong — they were turned insRusand they were captured. The
Hungarians gave them to the Germans, who took the®hattendorf, where they were forced to
dig ditches to prevent Russian tanks from passBige.work was physically strenuous and the
weather was unbearably cold. Jack knew that stgpoimest would cost him his life. Leslie sat
down to rest, ignoring Jack’s advice. He ultimatiebze to death.
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Jack was taken to Mauthausen Labor Camp, oneedbitigest camps that had chimneys
burning around the clock. Jack did not know the&yenburning people. He was warned by older
prisoners not to go to the infirmary because peajdenot return from there. The conditions
were terrible, and Jack spent his days lying intthgracks with others stuffed like sardines in a
can. He was then forced to walk 30 miles to Guimchkn. Along the way many died or were
killed. If a prisoner fell down or stopped walkirfgge was shot. Jack stayed in Gunczkirchen until
May 5, 1945, when he and the rest of the prisowere liberated.

At that point, most of the prisoners were dyingstdrvation. The Americans left cans
with pork buried in lard inside for the prisonerst lwarned them not to eat them, to wait for
bread. The food was impossible for those suffefimogn starvation to resist and many went
ahead and ate the food. They encountered gassbirgeproblems and many died from eating
too much too quickly. Jack ate some of the poriard and became sick with diarrhea.

Jack was saved by four young Americans about d¢esthat found him lying sick in a
ditch along the road. They gave him a pill for giekness and took him to the town of Wells
where he slowly recuperated in a hospital afterymaanths.

After the war, one of the older Hungarians who Bad/ived and witnessed the October
11, 1944 shootings became the chief of police far town of Kiskunhalas, and ten of the
Hungarians who patrticipated in the slayings wemsgcuted. Jack was called to be a primary
witness for the trial. (The police chief, Emil Gsther, was one of only three or four adult
survivors from the war. He was also Jack’s doctdt.vas extremely difficult for Jack to look
into the eyes of the parents who had lost theidotm to the shootings. He felt that they looked
at him as though he was guilty and had done songetlirong. Why had he survived?

The trial lasted for six months and ended with tgusentences for the ten men; four of
whom were hanged and six were sent to prison. Tilesssof the trial left Jack, who was 18 at
the time, with extreme stress and nervousnessphle ot stop "shaking like a leaf." He was
taken to a sanatorium for another month to rectroen the trauma he had experienced.

After the war and the trial, the persecution of thewish people by the Hungarians
continued. By 1956, Jack was married and had twallschildren when he saw a truckload of
young boys with guns driving through town lookingy fJews to kill. At that moment Jack
decided it was not safe for his family to stay iarigary, and he made plans to escape to Austria.
During this time, many other Jewish people made ddume choice—200,000 others left the
country.

Jack and his family traveled with a group of ab?0® others. A co-worker truck driver
took Jack and his family to the Austrian border velthey proceeded to walk eight miles in high
snow. Jack walked with one child on his back areldther in his arms, while his wife tried to
bring two bags but had to leave them behind. Ag treveled, the Russians were shooting flares
to light the sky to try to find those who were qsog. They frequently had to lie down in the
snow and stop their journey so that they were mstodered and captured. There were mines
everywhere along the way and they were fortunataigm to meet a farmer who walked with
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them halfway, pointing out every mine and how tmidvit. Everyone chipped in to pay the
farmer for his kindness.

U.S. Vice President Nixon came to the refugee caamd took hundreds back to the
United States in planes that could carry 300 peppleplane. Jack and his wife came to New
York with their 5-year old son and 1-year old daegh They stayed with Jack's uncle who was
a butcher and Jack worked in the butcher shop fehnike. He didn't enjoy this work and moved
on to the restaurant industry.

He took a job as a busboy in a private Jewish,cldarmony, next door to Copacabana -
but in order to be successful he needed to leaghidbn He and his wife found New York to be
too big and too dirty, so they moved to Brooklynem he attended night school to learn
English. Once his English was proficient, he wasmpted to waiter and then eventually became
a Maitre’D at various prestigious establishmentsrae years. Jack continued his long and
successful career working in private clubs andlepfgimarily in Florida, for many years.

Jack’s life improved and he was able to care fisrfamily and send his children to
Miami University and Ohio State. His children lasattled in California, one after the other, and
Jack eventually followed them to California in 2001spend his senior years close to his family.

Today Jack is living in San Rafael and spends twitk his children and grandchildren
who live nearby. He was generous to share his expmss in and after World War 1l to those of
us who will read his story. Jack llles is a veryeonpand loving person who should never be
forgotten.
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Vithod "Bt iy

By Kai nguh

An Unforgettable Journey of Life and Death

Bill anticipated the T of September, 1939, because it was the first daglool for him
as a fourth grader. However, after arriving atgblkool, he was shocked because the school was
shut down. Later that day, his community was infednabout the German invasion. All of them
knew about Adolf Hitler and the Nazis, but they eethought they would come after them. Bill
never thought that one day his freedom would bertakway because of a madman. This is
Wilfred “Bill” Kay’s story.

Bill lived in a Jewish community in a town calledulRisk. His life in Pultusk was
wonderful. He loved to celebrate Shabbat with fbéirggs and parents because they would stay
home, play games, and have meals together. Hidyfamd friends called him Shlomo Katz. He
had six siblings, Benjamin, Rachel, Lea, Sima, Sthtyyrand Sholom. Bill's mother stayed home
and took care of him and his siblings. His fatves a teacher and a principal at the local Jewish
trade school. Bill got along with all his friendshether they were Jewish or Polish. However,
sometimes there was hostility from the Polish boygard the Jewish boys.

Bill really liked the living and learning environmein Pultusk, but everything changed
when the Germans invaded. Everyone began to padkeaipbelongings and leave Pultusk in
order to escape the German advance. Bill's fanolylad not bring much with them because they
knew the walk toWyszkow was not going to be easer&fore, they only brought clothing with
them.

It took the family less than one day to walk to \ak@~. However, they had to throw
away some clothes on the road because Bill's paread to carry the two youngest siblings.
When the family finally reached Wyszkow, they welevastated when they saw the town on
fire. As they entered the town, Bill noticed thaamy families were still living there. Bill's
parents brought him and his siblings to a synaga@maktold them that they will be staying here
for the night because the bridge they needed tdcusess the river was destroyed.

Bill's father’s alarming voice woke the family uple told them the synagogue was on
fire and that they must leave. The family grabldezlrtbelongings and left the building in haste.
Little did they know that a German soldier was wagjtoutside of the synagogue. The German
soldier raised his pistol, pointed it at them asrsas they walked out, and led the family to an
assembly that was being held in the town. At treeiably, the Germans marched everyone into
the countryside and away from the burning town. Whweey arrived at a farm, the Germans
began to separate the men, women, and childrenmimewere led to a barn, and the women
and children stayed in the yard that night.

The next morning, they received word that the menevall gone. The Germans calmed

the crowd by telling them that the men had beeenrak Pultusk to work. Later that day, the
Germans told them that they were free to walk badRultusk. Bill's family was happy when the
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Germans allowed them to walk back to Pultusk, beedhey thought their father must be there
waiting for them to return.

Bill's father was nowhere to be found in Pultusle Was not in the house and everything
in the house was the same as the family left adays ago. The family began to worry. Bill's
mother went out and began to question the Germ&hs. went to the German Military
Headquarters many times to ask for answers. Thm&ws finally got tired of her and she was
thrown out of the office. Her friends came overhir and convinced her not to go anymore
because she might get into trouble. Later that dayan who was able to escape the group of
men during the night returned to Pultusk. He toidlsBmother and the other women that all the
men had been shot and buried in a mass gravewBdltraumatized when he heard about the
death of his father because he never even hach#ree to hug him or say good bye.

Three weeks later, a German officer came to thelyanapartment and drove them out.
Everyone was assembled in the city park. The Gesrbagan to lead people into a small house
one-by-one, where people were forced to give uphair money and valuable items to the
Germans. When the process was over, the Germaet$ diveryone up. An officer came up to
Bill's mother and saw that she had a gold wedding on her finger; he ordered her to hand
over the ring. Bills mother knew that if she resist she would be shot on sight, so she
reluctantly gave her ring to the officer. Bill cdulell that her mother was crying because that
ring was the last thing she had from his father.ewihe assembly was over, the Jews were
expelled from the town.

Leaving everything behind, Bill and his family csesl the Narew River as ordered and
followed a long road that never seemed to end. Kewehe need for survival gave the family
the hope and strength to continue walking. On tely they were told that the Jews living in
Russian-occupied Poland were being treated beli@n the Jews that have been exiled or
captured by the Germans. Bill and his family did stop until they were able to find a farm with
owners willing to risk their lives to let the Kaamily stay for the night.

With the German army in pursuit, Bill knew that Fasnily had to continue to travel east.
Therefore, the family left the farm house and beigawalk in that direction. They had to find a
new farm every night. This routine repeated forulibree to four weeks until they finally came
to the river that separated Russian-occupied Pa@addGerman-occupied Poland. Thankfully,
Bill's mother was able to convince two farmerseoy the family over the river. However, when
the family reached the shore, a Russian soldieredanthem riding on a horse and told them to
go back because the border was closed and no aalleaed to pass.

The Russian soldier called back the two farmersthay ferried the family back into the
German-occupied Poland. Just when Bill's mother alasut to give up hope, she was told that
there was another border crossing that was stdhofhe took the family with her and began to
walk toward the open border. Following the railrdaaicks, the family spent the whole night
walking. There was only one thing on their mindg #mat was to survive.

When the family arrived at the outpost, they wetd that the border was closed because
the Russians believed that there were German apiesg the Jews. Bill's mother walked up to
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the guards and began to reason with them. Shettsiednvince the guards to let the family go

through the gate; however, the guards rejecteddrprest. When the second group of guards
came to the outpost, Bill's mother tried again tmmance them, and they agreed to help her
during the night because they could not be seeanggne.

The family felt a sense of relief when they werecoged into Russian-
occupied Poland because they felt safe and that lthes weren’t threatened by the Germans
anymore. The family continued to walk down the raadearch of a house to stay. They came
up to a farm that was half a mile from the outptEhe owners were very nice,” said Bill, “They
fed us meals and gave us a nice room to stay arerhi

The family took off again the next morning. Bilfsother wanted to continue east to find
a permanent place to live. The family boarded alfitetrain that headed east toward a town
called Lyachovici.

While walking in the streets of Lyachovici, Billlmother decided to go to the Russian
authority and asked for help. The Russian authajatye the family a small room to stay at a
farm. Bill's mother also found a job at a producarghouse in order to support the family.
However, Bill's mother soon became ill. Again, slezided to go to the Russian authority to ask
for help. The authority wasn'’t able to offer heydrelp besides suggesting that she give up her
children to the orphanage.

At first, Bill's mother was furious and resistedsigig up her children. But as her iliness
worsened, she decided that maybe it was bettehdorchildren to live somewhere else with
people who could care of them. Therefore, she seatof the youngest children to separate
orphanages. Later, one of Bill's older brotherspowims thirteen, decided to go to a technical
school, so his mother wouldn’t have to take carsmmmany children. Soon after that, Bill and
two of his younger sisters were also sent awaytorphanage.

According to Bill, life in the orphanage wasn’t tbad. During the summer of 1941, the
orphanage that Bill stayed at decided to selectgtudents to go to a summer camp. Bill was
honored to be chosen to go. In June of 1941, Bill gent to a summer camp called Naroch.

On June 22, the children in the camp were inforrabdut the German invasion into
the territory of the Soviet Union. The camp authesi convinced the Russian military to take the
children away from the camp, on a freight traifRiessia. While the train was leaving the station,
a German fighter plane flew down and began todirthe freight train. Luckily, the bullets from
the fighter didn’t cause any damage to the trahe fide to Russia was long. Some children got
off the train because they were close to their hahmeeremainder went to Mordovia. Soon after
the arrival of these children, an orphanage waatedsfor them. This was Bill's new home.

When Bill turned fourteen, he was sent to work ifaetory that was part of the railroad
industry. However, due to the horrible working ciioais, Bill decided to leave the factory.
Later, Bill was sent to another factory where herned how to make transformers. During the
two years working at the factory, Bill was abldeéarn new building and engineering skills.
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The war finally ended in May 1945. Bill asked pesgion from the authorities to search
for his family in Lyachovici. The authorities agceand granted him a 30 day vacation. When
Bill traveled back to Lyachovici, he was able todithe landlady that was there when his mother
sent him away to orphanage. The landlady told &lbut the fate of all the Jews in town. She
told him that the Jews were rounded up, killed, boded in a mass grave. The landlady also
mentioned that two of his siblings came back torhagher, but she didn’t know anything about
them; therefore, she could not give Bill their name

Bill stayed at the farm for two weeks. When it viiase for Bill to go back to the factory,
the landlady introduced him to a Jewish man wheigad by hiding when the Germans came.
The survivor told Bill that the Jews were put iRt@hetto and one day they were all led out of
the town, killed, and buried in a mass grave. HaveRill wasn’'t able to go look for the mass
grave because the survivor didn’t want to go aretettwas also no sign of it anywhere in the
field.

The survivor invited Bill to travel with him and hiamily back to Poland. Bill couldn’t
go back because he didn't have the documents tlesie wieeded to prove that he was
from Poland. Therefore, the survivor added Bill ks family, so they could travel back
to Poland together.

When Bill reached Poland, there was nothing theoetamily, no friends, and no home.
Bill, along with the survivors, left for Americarcoupied Germany to seek refuge. They heard
the refugee camp provided safety and food, anddcalsio help them to immigrate to another
country. When they arrived at the temporary refugamp in Germany, Bill decided to go
to America and to start a new life, but it took fgears to make this desire a reality.

Bill arrived in Oakland, California in Septembef4B. He was surprised because there
were so many different varieties of foods. For ,BNinerica was like paradise. However, his life
in America didn’t start out great. Bill couldn’t spk or understand English, and he had to study
English in night school while working as a clerkarstore. Thankfully, the Jewish Community
Federation was able to help Bill find a place wli

After hearing Bill's story, | was surprised at héweky Bill was to escape, and how hard
his family tried to survive. The lessons that wineght to me through Bill's story are priceless.
He has taught me to try harder, believe in mysaifl never give up. Even now, Bill hasn’t given
up the search for his two unaccounted siblingsllitall his story to everyone | know and | hope
they will learn from this story and be thankful frerything their parents had given them.
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By Fle/edmond Li and David Yu

Working to Live

On Bloody Monday in September 1939, the Germansexgbére on hundreds of Jews in
Czestochowa. This was not the end of the terrotishthe Jews faced. On December 25th, the
Great Synagogue was set on fire. Unfortunatelyneaféer these horrifying events, terror was
continuously inflicted upon the Jews. These evarggart of the story of Henry Libicki.

Henry was born in a little town in Poland calledoBlick. He had a comfortable life
which Henry described as "normal”, even thougheheas discrimination against Jews. There
were different schools for Jews and the Poles, soryHonly had friends that were Jewish. He
lived in Klobuck until the age of 9, when his faynihoved to Czestochowa.

On the Sunday before Bloody Monday, the Germanseciamo town. They were very
friendly; talking to the locals and going into pésg houses for a drink of water. The next day
was horrid; the Germans began what they came td'ldey forced the Jews into groups, with
their guns pointed at them. They chased and shogilp@s they passed by. The Jews were made
to stand in the street with their hands in the aid then separated into two groups by gender.
The groups were searched for any object that cbeldsed as a weapon, like sharp objects. If
they were found with one, they would be sent tit aspere they were killed.

The town was converted into a ghetto. Henry’s farited in an apartment with three
rooms and one kitchen. Now, they had to give up tamms to share with other families.
Henry’s family was luckier than most because theymed a bakery. Therefore, food was not as
big of a problem for them as it was for others.sTthid not mean life was easy for Henry — every
day was a struggle to live. They lived in fear gfndj the next day. They never knew if the
Germans would suddenly decide to kill half the dapan.

In the fall of 1941, their fear became reality. Rumwent around that the Germans were
going to hold a “Selection.” This meant that theguld gather everyone up and select people to
be killed or to be saved. The people chosen toilked kvere sent to gas chambers in another
town. Fortunately for Henry, the Germans spared lilikers. After the Selection, only five
percent of the population remained in CzestochoWeey were put to work.

Months later, the approximately 2000 remaining gress were sent to a labor camp
called Hasag-Pelcery. Before the remaining prisorveere moved there, there was a small
uprising. Two Jewish men had acquired revolvers taled to kill some Germans and escape.
The Germans killed them and 25 others to stop stitem thinking of starting more uprisings.
One of the 25 people killed was Henry’s brothefaw-

When the prisoners arrived at Hasag-Pelcery, then@e Vice President greeted the

prisoners with the statement “You live as long as work”. This slogan became imprinted into
Henry’s mind. He started working 12-hour shiftegvday except Sunday, which was a half day
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work. Henry worked as a mechanic. He woke up befod® in the morning and was given a
piece of bread along with some coffee made of boats. At noon, he was given soup which
was basically flavored water. At 7:00 in the evenihe was finally able to stop working and go
back to the barracks to rest for the next day’skwor

Henry continued working like this until Januaryl®45. It was then that he heard rumors
the Germans were leaving the camp. He could naéveeit. Henry walked out into the cold to
see it for himself, and it was true. Henry was lfindree from the Germans. He could do
whatever he wanted to now. Henry and other cunesbers of Hasag-Pelcery walked into the
German's residential area. He entered one of theridel houses and walked into the kitchen,
where he found a bag of sugar. Henry began eatirtgdohandfuls. The nightmare was over.

Henry's father acquired fake passports and movedfdmily to Germany. Five years
later, Henry moved to America.

Those six years of hardship and terror have haabstnf effect on Henry. In America,
Henry was uncomfortable when he saw uniformed pabificers, but he adjusted to this after a
while. Some things will never be erased from hisianihowever. Although Henry still has
nightmares about the Holocaust, he has also beamstrenger person as a result of it.
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By Jgrdan Feri

A Loss of Innocence

For many, the Holocaust brought forth end to normalcy. For many more, the
Holocaust was Hell. For Liz Igra, a Holocaust swovj Germany’s invasion of Poland in
September of 1939, when she was 4 years old, widsngomore than a normal day. Ms. Igra
was born in Krakow, and lived there for the firetete years of her life. In 1939, her family
moved to Tarnopol, and during the invasion she egised the bombing of a nearby church. In
1939, Liz's family, who had fled from the Germarcapied western Poland, came to seek
refuge in the Russian occupied Tarnopol. At thaetiher aunt, uncle, and their little daughter
came and stayed with Liz’s family. In 1940, heh&atwas transferred to a hospital in the city of
Czortkow, the little cousin, aunt, and uncle mowedavith them. Life under Russian occupation
was almost normal, but distinct changes began trgenwith the German occupation of eastern
Poland.

Very soon after the Germans occupiedrtBaw, a German soldier came to Ms. Igra’s
home with apologies that her uncle would not beiognhome, as he was urgently needed for
the war effort. She has since found out that n@egple, including her little cousin’s father,
were taken away and shot in the Black Forest.

To make matters worse, a German officer requistiohalf of their house. In the young
child’s mind, however, this all seemed normal. Tioese was divided in two, with the officer on
one side and Liz and her family on the other. Wakiof the Jews in the town were required to
wear a star or an armband, Ms. Igra saw it not fasma of profiling or a sign of the impending
war, but rather a privilege. What child wouldn’t mtao wear a bright star on their clothes? It
was not until Liz and her family were moved to tbigy ghetto that she finally began to
understand her family’s predicament.

It was April 1942, Ms. Igra’s family wdorced to vacate their home in favor of a small
apartment in the Czortkow ghetto. Although Liz Hast the space that her previous home had
provided, as well as amenities such as ample foodaaworking sewage system, she was still
content with the ability to roam freely outside lefr home and play with her beloved doll,
buggy, and scooter. As time went on, the citizehthe ghetto began to hear rumors that only
those people who were unemployed would be “relacate response, Ms. Igra’s father quickly
set up a makeshift hospital within the confinesh&f ghetto to provide medical care as well as
jobs to the Jews within. He attempted to creatsehebs so that many of the people of the
ghetto would have a work card, which they were lgathelieve would save them from being
deported.

Unfortunately, the end of one crisisught another. Commandant Kolner, the supposed

protector of the Jews, informed Liz's father thabis all women and children of the ghetto
would be “resettled.” Terrified of the fate thashwife and child might suffer, in August 1942,
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Ms. Igra’s father quickly sent Liz and her motherat nearby country hospital to hide. Ms. Igra
never saw her father again.

Concerned with the well-being of theople in the ghetto, especially those in the
hospital, Liz's father decided to stay behind fareamore day. That night, several thousand
people were deported to Belzec, an exterminationpcdt was only until years later that Ms.
Igra learned that Belzec was a camp designed onlkilfing. It saw the deaths of over 600,000
Jews in 9 months of its existence.

At the camp, Jews were taken out of their respedatattle trucks and made to think that
they were merely stopping over before going tobmilacamp. They were even given tokens for
their luggage. They were escorted down long wallsaayd taken into shower buildings, where
they were to be “disinfected.” As Ms. Igra put‘ithey were deceived until the last minute.” It
was only at the very end of their lives that thégmisands of Jewish men, women, and children
knew the extent of the Nazis’ evil.

Meanwhile, Ms. Igra and her mother were broughtkitacthe ghetto by Commandant
Kolner, who knew of their whereabouts the entineeti They had to move out of their apartment
and into a very crowded home full of strangerstirmately, Ms. Igra still had her cousin to play
with. For a few weeks, Liz was oblivious to heratairating situation, but missed her father
terribly. In October, this all ended when a Jeemealown the street of the ghetto. Ms. Igra
remembers hearing, “All out!” being shouted in Ganpand joining a huge crowd as she held
her mother’s hand. Eventually, the crowd stoppsdnarch. Then, as her mother held her close
and hid her inside her raincoat, Liz heard shoutanging, gunshots...and cheering. All around
her, the puddles of rain began to turn red. Aftet day, she never saw her aunt or little cousin
again.

“l think it was at that moment...thattbgped being a child,” said Ms. Igra. Finally, she
too had become aware of the Nazi's evil.

Over the next few years, Ms. Igra aedrother experienced deceit, hate, depravity, and
danger at the hands of Nazis and non-Nazis alikertly after the massacre, which Liz and her
mother miraculously survived, Liz’'s nanny, who bmeeaa housekeeper in their old home now
occupied by the Nazi officer, overheard talk of ¢jinetto being liquidated.

She proceeded to bribe some guardsgainily spirited Liz and her mother away. She
hid them in a small room in the servants’ quarddter procuring false identity papers, Ms. Igra
and her mother went to Krakow, her birthplace, hittin an apartment that was provided for
them by a friend of Liz's uncle. Only days afteeyhmoved in, however, the Gestapo came to
arrest them. They had been set up.

Because Ms. Igra’s mother did not Idekvish, they escaped from German control into
the cold streets of Krakow. After obtaining anotket of fake papers from a friend of her uncle,
Ms. Igra and her mother attempted to make a nenfdif themselves. Her mother got a job at the
post office, but was forced to flee when someomeaitened to reveal her identity as a Jewish
woman. Once again, mother and daughter were oruthe
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This time, they made their way acrdms €arpatian Mountains, through Czechoslovakia
to Hungary, which had not yet been occupied by GegmThe two walked mostly at night and
slept during the day in order to escape German &aldian patrols, which utilized German
shepherds to sniff out hiding refugees. They atgasuwubes and “medical drops.” Liz got
chicken pox. Fearing that her daughter would dis, Mra’s mother took her a forester’s cabin.
He connected them with a family of refugees whoenar their way to Hungary as well.

When the group finally reached Hungahgy were told by their guide to set their
watches for 6:00, when it would be safe to crodweyldid so, but were met with the border
police as they tried to cross. They had again bed¢rayed.

For the food-deprived Liz, the jail tredne and her mother were taken to was more of a
gift than a punishment. There, she was providetd warm soup, showers, and a cot. Eventually,
Liz and her mother were moved to another prisoBudapest. It was 1943, and Ms. Igra spent
the entire summer in prison.

When they were released, they locatgdaee where there were beds for women and
children to sleep. Eventually, Liz’'s mother waseatd hide in the nurse’s quarters of a hospital,
while Liz was admitted into the children’s ward.€Fl, Ms. Igra contracted scarlet fever, and
was placed in an isolation ward with other Hungaghildren. It took months for Liz to recover,
in which time she almost forgot Polish and becalent in Hungarian. In 1944, Hungary had
finally been occupied by Germany, and Liz and hethar went into hiding. They survived
street battles, bombings, and starvation in thekat$ of Budapest.

With the war over in 1945, Ms. Igra dret mother returned to her birthplace in Krakow,
where they were reunited with Liz’s uncle. The &ho# them then made their way to France. Ms.
Igra spent the remainder of her childhood, firsiimorphanage, and then in a hotel apartment in
Paris, where she experienced her lifelong dreagoofg to school. Unable to stay permanently
in the city, the only three remaining members of. Ntga’s family eventually moved to
Australia, where Liz attended high school.

Ms. Igra now lives with her husbandSacramento, California. She is a retired teacher,
and has 6 children and 6 grandchildren. She hagdtan organization called the Central Valley
Holocaust Educators’ Network, which aims to “[sugpteachers in effectively implementing a
Holocaust curriculum that meets California Socialdtes and Language Arts Standards.”

While Ms. Igra may have lost her chddd, and with it her innocence, to the Holocaust,
she has gained a great deal of insight from heibterordeal. She believes that “the lessons of
the Holocaust can teach us about ourselves; oangttrs, our weaknesses, and our roles as
members of a civil society.”
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By Duncan CBnIey

Intolerance of Intolerance: How the Horrors of Hh@locaust Affected One Man’s Beliefs

To many, the Holocaust is nothing more than anotl&ant historical event they read
about in their high school history textbooks. Tonmathe millions of Jews who starved,
suffered, and were systematically murdered at #relf of Nazi Germany are nothing more than
the numbers and statistics they read on a museagque@l To Steven Kovary, however, the
Holocaust is much, much more. Born on Decembef84]1 in Budapest, Hungary, Kovary was
brought into a world where the population livecconstant fear of being deported to forced labor
camps, and the Nazi persecution of his peopleJéwes, was steadily intensifying. Both of his
grandparents went into hiding in fear of violenoe aeportation. Shortly after Kovary’s birth,
his father, the head of a small shoe manufacturuginess, was sent to a forced labor camp. He
returned home just a few months later, but thisuasyvas only temporary; in June 1944, Nazis
rounded up Kovary and both of his parents for digpion to another labor camp. However, as
the Nazis marched them out of Budapest, Kovarireqa managed to deposit him at one of the
Jewish safe houses in Budapest established by Sdydemat Carl Lutz and Swedish
humanitarian Raoul Wallenberg. These safe houdesedf some measure of protection from
Nazi animosity for Jewish children, but Kovari, raiile to comprehend why his parents were
abandoning him in such a way, was devastated. lddhwae and a half years old.

Life in the safe house was for the most part mider&l don’t remember much,” Kovary
said, when | asked him to describe his conditionhe refuge. “All | can tell you is | was always
hungry... and | was always cold.” He was also in astant state of fear—Nazi soldiers staged
periodic raids on the safe house as Hitler's astific policies tightened around Hungary. The
soldiers would haul children off by the dozens. S&hehildren were never to be seen or heard
from again. Conditions deteriorated even furtheth@sRussian counter-offensive against Nazi-
controlled Hungary drew closer to Budapest; Naesame increasingly barbaric and aggressive
towards Jews, and Kovary remembers that the peri@ds on his safe house became more
frequent and more violent. “| was always afraid thaould be taken,” Kovari recalled. The only
refrain from these harsh realities that Kovary vedde to enjoy was when his Hungarian
caretaker, Piroshka, would play piano for him anel other children. However, other than the
small comfort of music, life in the safe house awmméd to worsen for Kovary. He heard nothing
from his parents and grandparents, and grew inciggdonely and hopeless. His grandfather
was finally able to make contact with him in Mart®45, a couple of days before the Russian
army wrested control of Budapest’s ghetto area fivami control. He came out of hiding to find
Kovary, and went from safe house to safe houseksiegy for him. When his grandfather finally
found him, he was overwhelmed with emotion. It lee&n nearly a year since he had seen or
heard from anyone from his family. “I remember tears,” recalls Kovary. “I begged him to
take me home ... | was crying my eyes out. | dontwnf it was from happiness or from fear of
being abandoned again.”

Kovary was abandoned again, but not for long. Twagsdater, his grandfather judged it
was safe enough to take him into hiding. He retdinethe safe house, collected Kovary, and
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brought him to the cellar that he and his wife badn hiding in for the past year. As the Nazis
and the Russians battled for Budapest above, Kauadyhis parents took refuge behind piles of
wood and coal. Finally, the din of the battle digown, and a little later, the family heard
Russian voices speaking directly above them; thdggd it was safe to come out of their hiding
spot. However, when they tried to open the iroriggathat covered the entrance of the cellar, it
was strangely difficult to open it. After much affoKovary and his grandparents were able to
wedge the entrance open wide enough for Kovaryttthfough. “The first thing | saw was a
lineup of Russian soldiers in white camouflage,’VEry recalled. “Then | said ‘Ruskie!, and
they looked at me, and one of them started laughimyt at the same time | realized why we
couldn’t open the gate... the Russians had madesapiberman corpses in front of it.” Though
the Nazi reign of terror was finally over, Kovarasvdeeply traumatized by this incident. To this
day, he cannot stand the sight of blood.

Though the holocaust may have come to an end, Kevardeal was far from over. “The
hunger was maybe not quite as acute,” rememberargplaut other than that, conditions hardly
improved. Hunger was still a problem, and Kovarysweequently forced to chase Russian
vehicles down the streets of Budapest along withrd® of other hungry residents as the
Russians tossed them meager portions of bread. Hdlecaust also took an irreparable
emotional toll on Kovary that was not revealed luatier his mother escaped from labor camp
and returned home, shortly after the Russians edcBudapest. At first, Kovary did not
recognize her; she was completely emaciated, dmatlitbeen nearly a year since he had last seen
her. After this initial phase of denial, Kovary laete resentful of her for abandoning him. “They
had no choice [but to abandon me],” said Kovarnd‘they did the best they could do, and they
saved my life, but of course, how can you apprediaat when you're four years old?” Kovary
never fully bonded with his mother again becaushisf irrational resentment, a fact which he
deeply regrets. When his father returned home tweks after his mother, Kovary harbored
similar grudges against him. The ordeal and trabmeaeparation from his parents would leave
an indelible mark on Kovary’s psyche; he was ndoemn able to build a close relationship with
either of his parents. Furthermore, Kovary develbpephobia of separation that he wouldn’t
overcome until much later in his life.

Meanwhile, conditions under Communist Russian quiekly began to deteriorate. The
Russians made no effort to restore Budapest’'s bdrobeinfrastructure, and housing became a
huge problem. Russians began rounding people upchminately and sending them off to
labor camps in Siberia, where many were workecetttd Kovari recalls that many of his family
friends, including Jews returning from concentnateamps, were sent to such fates. His father
was reduced to a state of perpetual fear of besmpded until 1948, when Russian control
stabilized to some extent. However, even then, Jeere still violently oppressed; Stalin’s
puppet government in Budapest was by coincidenoestl entirely Jewish, and thus attempted
to prove their loyalty to Stalin by bearing downtbeir own people.

In 1951, Kovary discovered his passion for swimmihk{g split his time between
swimming and water polo, and excelled at both, tiedps childhood malnutrition. Swimming
became one of the biggest drives and focuses ihféisThis pursuit was interrupted, however,
by the 1956 Hungarian Revolution against its Russiecupiers. Kovary, equally as weary of
Russian rule as anyone, joined the effort by cagy@ammunition for revolutionary troops on the
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frontline, but was turned off of such activity whéme witnessed group of revolutionaries

executing a group of Russian police who were trymgurrender. “Probably some of the same
trash who were Nazis during the war took it upaenmbkelves to kill everyone who came out of
the building,” Kovari remarked. “I was shocked.hbught it was butchery.” Disillusioned and

disgusted, Kovari returned home to a furious fathéro was incredulous at the fact that Kovary
would expose the family by engaging in revolutignactivity. That was the final straw. Feeling

unwanted by his parents and used by the revolukomary told his parents that he was leaving
Hungary. After some heated discussion, his pamgawge him some money and sent him on his
way. He was fifteen years old.

He and two local friends, Frank and Alias, setfoutthe Austrian-Hungarian border the
same week. They asked a local farmer to guide tioetime border, and he obliged, leading them
on the first part of their journey. In constantrfed minefields and being spotted by Russian
border guards (at one point, they were fired uppsurh a guard), they eventually crossed the
border into Austria. The trio split up to go theaparate ways, and after being shuffled through
various Austrian towns and refugee camps, Kovampdohimself on a plane to Nulles Air Force
Base in New Jersey. He tried to settle in New Y@iky with an aunt and uncle, but felt
completely out of place; he just wanted to go sohee to swim. Finally, a family in Santa
Monica, California agreed to take him in. He pudsusoth his swimming career and an
education at UCLA and Cal State Long Beach. In 19@7was invited to the Maccabiah games
in Israel to compete in the master’s division swimgnevents, where he won six gold and two
silver medals. He now resides in Torrance, Calilgrand works in Palos Verdes Estates as a
CPA, and is a proud father and grandfather.

So what does the Holocaust mean? Can anythingdoeel@ from it, so that nothing so
horrendous will ever occur again? Kovary’s answaerance. When | asked him how I think his
experiences in the Holocaust affected his belisdsiesponded, “I have always taken the side of
the underdog... the downtrodden always have a spotiheart.” He even went as far as to say
that his experiences have given him an extremelérance of intolerance”, and that he cannot
stand to see people be oppressed in any way. Howelat the Holocaust has taken from Mr.
Kovari far outweighs anything it has given. He nm&y have been old enough to comprehend the
horrors of the Holocaust at the time, but was deephd irreparably damaged, both
psychologically and emotionally. The most notaldendge was the fact that he was never able
to build a normal relationship with his mother aather. “I could never forgive them, even
though it wasn’t their fault. It's really Hitler whdid that,” Kovari remarked. “Its not just
Auschwitz and the death camps and the crematoriants the six million Jews who died, but
how Hitler has damaged the psyches of all the gikeple, who have lived through it all.”
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Is honored to present the story of
Holocaust survivor

Judith Kenedi

Interviewed by Josh Gilfrey
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o Sudith Keneds

By Josh Gilfrey

“I did not want to give up. It was my inner-stréimgand will to survive that got me
through the atrocities of the Holocaust.” These taee powerful words spoken by Holocaust
survivor Judith Kenedi. Her self-determination amvillingness to give up is a testament to all
that anything is possible. The things that Judipegienced are incomprehensible to the average
person. However, it is a story that must be passed honor those who lost their lives and also
to make sure these atrocities never happen again.

Judith grew up in Miskolc, Hungary, the second éstgcity in the country. She had one
brother and several cousins scattered througheutith. Her father was an art dealer and her
mother was a dressmaker who also taught younglgrsto make dresses. Judith was raised in
a close family in the Jewish faith. She recallsrating synagogue every Saturday morning, and
then meeting at her grandmother’'s house with alhef family. Her grandmother’s house
embodied to her what family was all about. It waslace where her family came together and
enjoyed each other's company on the weekends aldbii®. She also attended a Jewish high
school.

When the war broke out, Germany originally had greement with Hungary that they
would not invade Hungary. That changed in March4l@hen Hungary became the last country
that Germany invaded. Judith’s life was then chdnigeever. The once happy family life she
enjoyed would soon take a turn for the worse. ldartily was told over a loud speaker that they
had to pack up all of their valuables in one sgiécand move to a ghetto. She lived with ten
people in a one bedroom apartment. There, she orasd to wear the Star of David on her
clothing and abide by curfew laws. During this tjrher brother was also thrown into prison. He
was very disturbed by this because he did not saself as a criminal. At this time, all of the
Jewish schools were shut down and Jewish studeares vome schooled.

As if things could not get worse, Judith and henifg were packed into cattle cars and
taken to Auschwitz. They were not allowed to eaithlkd or use the restroom. The cars had no
windows and all they could hear were the giant Gerrshepherds barking. When they arrived
at Auschwitz they were lined up and shown to Drnlyle, a doctor who conducted inhumane
scientific experiments on Jewish people in conediain camps. As she stood in line holding
onto her mother, they were separated into two lirkes mother was told to go to the right and
Judith was told to go to the left. That was the tame Judith saw her mother. Everyone in the
right line went to the gas chambers. She recaflederything happened so fast. No one knew
what was happening. People looked so raggedy.hémtorning they were given coffee and at
night, they were given soup. On Sundays, they \geten a small piece of bread. Everyday was
stressful because they never knew if they weregytwrmake it alive. If you got sick you could
go to the infirmary; however, that could often béatal decision because the Germans would
often kill the people who were sick. There weresaaial, cultural, or religious activities. The
people would tell each other stories to keep thpirits up. They would talk about what they
were going to do when they got out. This smallkagt some alive. She described Auschwitz as
being very cold and they were only given dirty bl and no covers for their wooden beds.
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Early one morning they woke up and were told toahaiThey were taken to a train
station where they were once again loaded intdecatirs. After a long journey where she
described hearing a lot of explosions from bomhesy tarrived at the border of Czechoslovakia.
The Russian army then came in and told them tlegt\trere free.

After being freed she went back to her home in HupgTo her dismay, she had nothing
to come back to. Her house and community were algestr by bombs. She stayed with her
cousin until her father found her and took her toekica.

The Holocaust obviously had a dramatic effect oditis life. She described being
“numb” for several years afterwards. She did nobtvta even talk about what she went through.
Her experiences changed her life forever and gaveamew perspective on life. As she aged,
she began telling her stories to schools in CalitorShe shares her experiences so that the world
never forgets what happened. She hopes to prewghef acts of genocide. Judith has a son and
daughter, and through the telling of her story, feleds like her life is now fulfilled.
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ODMbitbe Corkn

By Sarah Sax

Petite Yet Powerful

“You should never accept to be kept under the bbanybody; you have to fight back.”
Marthe Cohn spoke with fervor and conviction. Newesitant to resist an unjust cause,
especially during the Nazi reign in World War lhes courageously risked everything and
contributed to the Allies’ victory. Now as a renagehauthor and international speaker she tells
me her story, a memoir that truly impacts us all.

| was graciously invited inside her home, just aartkle had been invited and helped by
so many others. Many of these people didn't know jerpose, but those who did were
determined to help her despite the consequenceskaig their lives and those of their families.
They didn’t speak of it, but simply prayed for remvival. Marthe Cohn’s harrowing mission
had to succeed because, as she said, “the altermatuld be death.”

This petite, lively, remarkable lady has deservadiyeived numerous honors, awards,
certificates and medals; yet she is humble anetifilith great gratitude. Her story is full of love,
fear, unimaginable loss, family, friendships, trysérsuasion, conviction in one’s beliefs, and
without question, an unbreakable will. | spent Isocaptivated by Marthe — with sparkling blue
eyes that had seen so much in their past, anchtreguing story — | was spellbound. | can only
highlight her story here. To understand the magieit of what this amazing woman
accomplished for herself, her family, and for tle®ple fighting the Nazis, one must read Marthe
Cohn’s book with Wendy Holden, published in 2002 Rgndom House, Inc. calleBehind
Enemy Lines: A true story of a French Jewish sgyami Germany

Marthe was born near the Germany border in Metanée into a Jewish Orthodox
family where the laws of Jewish observance weraragf her everyday life. The discipline and
routine of her religion also instilled the importanof education. Marthe is a highly educated
woman who fought for Jewish rights in high schootl dater became a registered nurse (in
France in 1943; in Swizerland in 1954), then a examsesthetist (graduating in 1958 as a
Certified Nurse Anesthetist from Barnes Hospitaladhington University, St. Louis, MI). She
practiced nursing while serving three years inRhench Vietham War and, later, specialized in
anesthesia in the United States (New York, NY; Mapolis, MN; Pittsburgh, PA; since 1979)
in Los Angeles, California. Reflecting on what Mer chose to do in life, | was pleased by the
fact that her ambition was to take people out eirtpain. Marthe’s young life was full of the
effects of anguish but she faced them with fortudan effort to survive.

Here, | will share her inspirational story.
In Metz, Marthe read daily the newspapers, and®BBlshe learned of Kristallnacht (the
breaking of all the Jewish store fronts, synagogaad homes and the Jewish people’s spirits).

The wealthier Jews made plans to leave the courthers tried to figure out how to leave, but
most had nowhere to go and no means to get théneyifdid. Those people perished. It was in
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1940 that the German Army invaded and occupiedge |part of France. Marthe and her family
were refugees in Poitiers, which became part ofott@ipied territory. Enforcing Aryanization
rules, many unethical laws were put in place dagoathe Jews and preventing them from living
the open and free lives they had once known.

As one of eight children, Marthe got her inner sgith by looking to protect her family
and formulate an escape. With the help of heringrschool classmates, her parents, 82 year
old grandmother, two youngest sisters a seven gldafserman cousin from Dusseldorf her
family had given refuge since 1938 and she were tbkscape from occupied France into non-
occupied France.

Sometimes | wonder how God brings everything togetim such a way to create
miracles. Marthe had worked with a young man wisisted on providing her and her family
with forged identity papers without the stamp iradilcg they were Jewish, which permitted them
to escape the Nazis. The Gestapo later arrestesidter Stephanie, a medical student, and sent
her to prison for helping others escape. Befoeewsas sent to the Drancy concentration camp,
she had a chance to win her release but declinesube the children in the camp near Poitiers
needed her care. Torn between her family and ttieitgren, Stephanie finally yielded and, with
Marthe’s master plan, attempted to escape. Thefpika due to the Gastapo’s non-commission
officer Whilhelm Hipp, and Stephanie was deportedtischwitz on Yom Kippur of 1942. She
never returned.

After graduating as a registered nurse in MarseilleSeptember 1943, Marthe moved to
Paris to live with her oldest sister Cecile. Follogy the liberation of Paris in 1944, Marthe
joined the French Army where she met a colonel whs impressed with her fluent German.
He asked her to serve in the French Military imgelhce. Marthe was willing.

Marthe was sent into Germany “behind enemy linesSpy for France. She used endless
stamina trudging through fields, mountains, nighdl anow to achieve her mission. Her acute
acumen and intuition saved her life more than on&zing people up, alternating between
asserting herself and acting demure as needenhgtaflories that would encourage people to
help her achieve her goal, Marthe gathered valuiitemation. Sometimes she had no idea
what would happen next, but with a level head, felnged on. When her nerves immobilized
her, she used patience and focus to bring hestata where she could function intelligently.

Once over the border between Switzerland and Gernidarthe reached the safehouse
that was provided by French intelligence. She wateasant German woman whose husband
was missing in action, and she was pleased to tireveompany. Marthe could relate to this
woman'’s experience because Marthe's fiancé had teainred and executed by the Germans in
1943. The woman noticed Marthe’s torn stockingd aas suspicious that Marthe was a spy,
having crossed the fields at the nearby bordettiteR@ngelic, blue-eyed, and blonde, Marthe
looked herself down and up, then turned to herdssstand with a big jovial laugh said, “Do |
look like a spy?” That was enough to elude the womBut Marthe realized she needed to carry
on with her mission and soon afterwards the womas Wwelping Marthe board a train to
Freiburg. The first piece of intelligence Marthatliered was that the Siegfried Line near
Frieburg had been completely evacuated by the Gerdany — an essential piece of
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information for the French army. Second, Marthecdvered the exact location where the
remnants of the German Army was hidden in ambugherBlack Forest. Not having had the
time to code the message, these two vital bitsfufrimation were sent in a letter written, in
French, to the French Army Intelligence via the &antelligence Service.

As her courier was not available for several daymrthe decided to cross into
Switzerland and hand her message to a Swiss CuStaard. After crossing the Swiss border,
she was mistakably led to a German guard post.tukately the guards were sleeping, and
Marthe, realizing the danger, was able to flee @ath the Swiss custom officer to whom she
confided the letter containing the vital informatio

The receipt of this news was instrumental in the.was a result, Marthe Cohn, known
by her undercover name as Lenotre, became a dedohatro. After the war, her heroism
continued as she served as a nurse on the fras ihVietham. She went on to meet her love
and husband of 52 years, Major Cohn, M.D., Ph. id, an 1970, became his assistant in
Neuroscience Research. The professional collalborddéisted until 1999 when Marthe retired.
Marthe has two sons and is sought after to speakndrthe world about her experiences.

| asked Marthe, “What important messages would ljjaieveryone to take from your
story?” She said there are three things. Firs, monst take an active role in fighting for freedom
and treating all people with dignity and respeSecond, we must never forget about the tragedy
that happened almost 70 years ago, known as thechdadt. And third, those that died (Jews
non-Jews alike) must not have died in vain. We nalisays remember them and fight in their
names for the betterment of humanity.

At the close of our talk, | asked Marthe, “What ¢iou learn from this experience and
what can people in my generation do to carry onntlieenory of the Holocaust?” Her response
was priceless. She said she was proud to haveilmaed to the war effort, and we smiled
broadly to one another. We are all proud of hehe 8lso said she learned there is a strong
human connection between people that goes beyaed raligion, and belief systems. It was
that common thread of humanity that motivated pedpl risk so much to help her and her
family and many other people. She said that thehyof today must not become complacent,
and that we must educate ourselves to strengthemowds. Marthe always found that her
desire to give back by serving her country was irtgmi. She said some can fight, but those that
can't fight can contribute in other ways to strdregt the country and make contributions to a
better world.

My afternoon visit with Marthe Cohn led to a nigimé departure. Fortunately, we will

see each other soon, since she has accepted mly'samvitation to have Marthe and her
husband join us at our Passover Seder this yeaard/honored and look forward to having her.
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Holocaust survivors

Mary Dinits Interviewed by Sara Storey-Cuddeback
Anshel Fried Interviewed by Benjamin Wachs
Esther Jachimowicz Interviewed by Sharon Aucar
Harry Recht Interviewed by Gabriel Lopez Low

Sally Recht Interviewed by Ezra Stoller

Tauba Weiss Interviewed by Geny Rabinovich
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ByVSara Storey-Cuddeback

Living in the Memories

The town of Vilna in Poland, during World War llaa once home to 14-year-old Mary,
as well as 80,000 other Jews who participated & dty’'s booming politics, culture, and
economy. As if a dream turned into a nightmare,oélthe music, education, laughter, and
Judaism in Vilna was all wiped away and locked igh@ttos when the Nazis invaded. The city
of vivacity was shut down in the ghettos establisireVilna. The vision of the River Neris and
the passion of theater life all crumbled as theD80,people lost the happiness in their lives.
Mary said that some days in the ghetto, the Gerpmdice forced thousands of people outside
into the streets where they were killed. After sal/events like this, Mary’s family dispersed
and only her mother and sister were living with imethe ghetto. Mary’s father went outside the
streets of the ghetto to see if he could find a gt her brother left for the woods to escape the
army. Ten days later though, Mary’s father returnedthe Vilna Ghetto where Mary was
staying, and told them of the insolence going otihecity streets.

It was clear to Mary’s father that their time wasming to be evaluated and possibly
killed by the Germans. Nobly, he locked Mary, histes, and mother into the small closet in
their room, piled on top of each other with furméwcovering the door. Knowing his family was
safe, Mary’s father left the ghetto and walked itite Nazi occupied streets, sacrificing his life
and saving his family’s. Mary knew her father hagei shot. Though it was devastating
knowing of his death, Mary knew she needed to sfepnd help her mother and younger sister
make it through this nightmare. After ten days bem the closet and running out of food and
water, Mary’s mother broke open the door to seshé could go into the streets to get new
supplies. She rushed back to her daughters, teliem that the Nazis had left the streets.

The family moved back into their previous home &l to get back to living their old
lives. There was no sign of future attacks. Sattilg,theater, opera, and flourishing education of
Vilna had already disappeared, but Jews were irstileets again, working and trying make the
best of the horror that had already intruded thees by keeping up shop and sticking with
family. Soon, the Nazis returned and found Mary, mether, and younger sister hiding under
the steps of their workplace, the spot they fountitle in as soon as they heard the Nazis were
arriving. They were forced out and put against 4, wdnere 31 Jews stood in total. The trains to
take them away were in sight. Vilna and all happsnseemed to disappear with the sight of the
trains and killer dogs ready to pounce on anyone rfused to board. The commander from the
Jewish police stepped up: “Take that girl out,”drdered, as the Nazis tracked back and forth
inspecting the line. Mary was taken to the side,rhether and sister left against the wall. She
did not know why she was picked by the police tt lbmard the trains; she was the lucky one
that was chosen out of the blue to be watched outf Nazi harm for now.

The gates opened up, and the carts to collectalws df Vilna rolled in. The tracks that

the pick-up carts rolled in on used to bring ird#d goods that added more aspects of culture to
Vilna. But now Mary watched as the Jewish peopldénl onto the trains. Then it was her
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mother and sister’s turn. Boosted up onto the bartmother rushed with her sister to a window,
where they looked out at Mary by herself. Mary reked, “At that moment, seeing my mom

and sister looking out, | knew | had to survive &eep fighting for them. My mom saw | was

saved by the policeman, she knew | was going talbght.” The trains left. Mary asked the

policeman what was going to happen to her sistdrmaather. “Sorry, they have already been
killed by machine guns,” was the response.

Mary was alone. Relying on people she didn’'t kn@ahelp shelter her and give her
work. Time slowly passed, and on September 18, 1848y was ordered by the Nazis to be
sent to Latvia to work in a camp called Kaiserwatthis point, 75,000 of the 80,000 Jews in
Vilna were already killed. At Kaiserwald, Mary watt on military supplies and slept in bunk
beds with no pillows and too little room for the @mt of people sharing the bed. Here, Mary’s
hair was shaved off. She was humiliated, along with other women in the camp. A German
officer told her, “You are a dummy for crying abdhis. If you are alive, your hair will grow, if
you die, you don’'t need your hair.” For six monMary worked in Latvia, then was moved to
Shtudhoff where conditions were worse. There wereramped bunk beds; people had to stand
up in a row and sleep leaning on those behind thgater was splashed on those who screamed
during the nights. Describing the Shtudhoff campmrMsaid, “You saw people as not real
people. These people were woken from the gravéetskes.” Luckily, Mary was still of working
age, and was transported to a large agriculturah ima Germany where she cultivated sugar
beets and worked in open fields. Here, she twiktrdankle and was threatened to be sent back
to Shtudhoff.

This job too did not last long. Mary was then sena freight station in Riga to keep the
train crossing in shape. Here, news and gossip paased from Jews on the trains of the
Russians being captured. One day, Mary was takeny &am this work and ordered to walk in a
Death March. 1,000 women walked through the bittdd streets of snow with no food, eating
what they could find in garbage cans. They linkedsato hold each other up, because they knew
if they sat down to catch their breath, they wolddshot. One girl Mary knew approached an
officer and told them she did not feel well. Theydther to open her mouth, and proceeded to
shoot her. Mary kept on walking, walking to livetrmmly for herself, but also for her lost family.
Not long after the March ended, Mary being one fy®200 women that survived, the war
ended. One morning when the women woke up in antyemvprehouse, there was complete
silence in the streets outside. One woman leftothiling, soon to return back screaming with
the news of the end of the war.

After being put in a hospital for many months, M&igcame healthy again. Retreating
back to broken and worn Vilna, nothing was the sahie people, the passion and the culture
were all destroyed. After leaving and moving t@a&dy then to America, Mary articulates, “What
can you do? Just live in the memories.”
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O pirtes vt

By Benjamin Wachs

A Story of Courage

At 92 years of age, Anshel Fried has lived a lif# 6f adversity and struggle, but with
great strength and determination, he has survitég has lived in many different countries and
has fought bravely for the survival of the Jewiglople. He has a devoted family and, despite all
odds, Anshel Fried is alive today to tell his story

Anshel was born in Breslau, Germany on April"16918. His father was a WWI
Prisoner of War. At a very young age, Anshel mot@dNovodvor, Poland, a small town of
approximately 7,800 inhabitants just 31 kilomefeosn Warsaw. Anshel remembers making the
8-hour trek on foot to Warsaw on several occasinmmsder to avoid paying for the train. “It was
two dollars—it was a lot of money”. Despite Novodsdfifty percent Jewish population, anti-
Semitism was extremely prevalent. Anshel's fatrertrained engineer, was not allowed to
practice his trade and was forced to become amiattho support the family.

Throughout his life, Anshel reflected, he had nelveen very religious. However, his
Jewish identity is still very important to him.Was born a Jew, | lived as a Jew, and | will die as
a Jew,” he explained. As a child, Anshel went t® $iynagogue every week. He belonged to a
Zionist youth group called Hashomer Hav. Throughk tiroup Anshel began to hear rumors of
Hitler and the Nazi's rise to power and the thrimgtt the Nazi regime posed to the Jews of
Germany and beyond.

When the war first broke out in September 1939, ehsvas 21 and determined to
escape Poland. He understood what it would meairtpas a Jew, once the Nazi's invaded. He
planned to flee with a group of his peers to th@i&oUnion, one of the few countries that
accepted Jews at the time. His entire family, idiclg four brothers and two sisters, did not
share his dire predictions of what the future heldtore for the Jews, and his father knew that it
would be nearly impossible to move the entire fgnalvay from Poland. Anshel distinctly
remembers pleading with his father to let him brimg younger sister with him. His father,
however, stood firmly against this idea, accusingslel of being a communist for wanting to
flee to Russia.

When Anshel made his final decision and preparedes&ye on his own, his father
suddenly realized that he might never see his gama“Twenty-one years of raising you, and
then you are gone”, Anshel recalls his father sgyiMy father cried. It was very sad”. In one
of the most heart-wrenching moments of his lifesiAal left his family in tears, not knowing
what the future would hold for either him or thenity he left behind, and departed for Russia.
In fact, his father’'s premonition was true. AnsWwals never to see his family again.

Shortly after his arrival in Russia, Anshel movedvtinsk where he found work driving a

tractor on a Kolkhoz--a collective farm somewhanifr to a Kibbutz. While in Minsk, Anshel
attempted to send food packages with flour to nrak&zo back to his family who had, by then,
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had moved to the Jewish ghetto in Warsaw. By 1@4®ever, Anshel received word that his
entire family had perished.

In 1942, Anshel was drafted into the Soviet Armyd &egan his long military career. He
was quickly moved to the'2Polish Division, when it was established latett trer. Anshel was
assigned to operate heavy machine guns againdtahiés in Smolinsk and in Poland. “Maybe
you have seen in the movies,” he said, demonstrdw he used to operate the gun. Later, he
showed me a piece of shrapnel that was still buridus finger, 70 years after the war. Anshel
fought in gruesome conditions and many of his caesavere killed before his eyes. He even
remembers using dead Nazi soldiers as benchegydugal times.

Anshel's most powerful memories during the war cofmoen his involvement in the
liberation of Majdanek, a Nazi death camp, in 194gon entering the camp, he remembers the
starkly shocking image of thousands of childrefises and piles of dead bodies. Many soldiers
broke into tears. “The ovens that were used totkédl Jews were still warm as we liberated the
camp,” remembers Anshel. The soldiers made quickkwb hanging the German soldiers, but
that could not make up for the innocent lives thate lost.

Shortly before the war ended, Anshel rememberstiiesh division sending a rabbi to
join the Jewish troops for Passover. This was itts¢ time since the war began that he and his
Jewish comrades had seen a rabbi.

Anshel came out of the war a captain in the armth @ full military education. Shortly
after the war ended, in 1945, he returned to himdtown, Novodvor. Upon returning, he found
the town very unwelcoming. Knowing of the deathdisf family and so many of his comrades
from Novodvor, he was constantly plagued with thesiion “Why aren’t you dead yet?”

Anshel finally left the Polish army in 1947, andeatpted to illegally flee to Palestine.
However, he did not make it, and was sent by thiesBrto a camp in Cyprus. Although this was
not where he wanted to be, it was in this camp Amathel met his future wife, Ayda. In 1948,
after a few months together in Cyprus, they wereriedh Anshel reminisced about the unique
circumstances of the wedding in the crowded Englisimp. “There were eight-hundred
weddings in one day!” he exclaimed, “They gave boéle of wine for three couples”. Soon
after their marriage, British foreign secretary &nBevin allowed the Jewish refugees to leave
Cyprus and enter the newly formed State of Israel.

Life in Israel in those early days was tough. “Wend have anything,” Anshel recalls,
“we were so poor.” Soon after his arrival, he wgaia drafted into the military, and quickly put
into service as a sharpshooter in the Israeli Wanaependence. “I have good eyes even now,
look at how old | am and | still do not need glassde explained to me. Anshel’s military
service did not end with the War of Independenkle would be called into service one more
time in his life in the Suez War of 1956.

While living in Israel, Ayda gave birth to their éxchildren, Moshe and Tuvia. However,

as the children grew up, Ayda became increasingiyried about their well- being, especially
with the prospect of them having to serve in thditany. “Israel was no monkey business,”
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Anshel explained. He left Israel with his familygund for America in 1964. He and his two sons
have lived in America ever since. Despite the that Anshel no longer lives in Israel, he has
maintained a deep connection to the Jewish Statevhole life. He emphasized this several
times telling me “Every Jewish boy and girl musttgdsrael”.

Anshel Fried is a survivor in every sense of thedvdhe world of his childhood was
brutally destroyed. At a young age Anshel set auths own to start a new life in a very
dangerous place and time. With bravery and couragejot only fought against the Nazis but
also went on to fight for the survival of the neewdish State. Throughout the weeks that | have
visited with Anshel to hear his story, | have fettmpassion for his suffering, humbled by his
extraordinary bravery, and grateful for his willmegss to share his important past.
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By Sharon Aucar

And | Continue to Wonder

| never really thought much about war. | alwaysidyad it couldn’t affect me. But in
September of 1939, everything changed.

My name is Esther Jachimowicz. | was 14, had arEnd and life felt normal. | was one
of three children. My mother stayed at home while father was a shoemaker. My father was
the first one to hear about the war, the campstlaadjas chambers, through word of mouth and
rumors. Nobody believed it until we saw it for oelkes.

In September of 1939, the Nazis closed off a panhy hometown, Lodz, and sent Jews
to the ghetto they had created. Five years pasgadd every day people died of starvation. The
best food we could get our hands on was potatspeel

One day the Nazis separated the children fronathdts. My mother refused to let go of
my six-year old sister, Rivka. They were both diwthe Germans right in front of my eyes.

In the ghetto, my 13-year old sister, Helga, ameeie sent to work while my father was
separated from us and taken somewhere else. | keger where he had been sent.

In May of 1944, Helga and | were sent to Auschwiihen we got there, | was told to
change into a dress that was too short for me andister into a dress that was too long for her.
We were put to work in a shoe shop, making shoetht®oGerman soldiers who were fighting in
the front. After work, we were allowed to take @awler. Nazi guards told us which line to stand
in to enter the showers. Some of us would comealg, and others would never be seen again.

In 1945, we were sent to Stutthof concentrationgamPoland, where men and women
were separated by an electrical fence. A woman lsamhusband, ran to him and was killed
instantly by the fence. | kept telling my sisteattt would be over soon, but she kept saying she
did not want to live. Every day at 5 in the morning would be forced to go to an appeal; we
stood outside in the freezing cold with no coatsslooes, and the Germans would count how
many of us were left. On one of the appeals, Hglgafell down and died. | ran over to her,
screaming and crying, telling her to wake up, g was already gone. A German police woman
came over and told me that if | didn’t stop cryisge would kill me. In my anger and frustration,
| yelled at her in perfect German and left her astied. The next day she took me out of there,
and sent me to a German hospital so | could estegi for at least a little longer. | spoke very
good Polish and German so | was able to help theesuThey even let me help deliver a baby
once!

One day, | was taking a bucket of food to a familgmber | had seen not too far from
the hospital. As | was heading back, | saw the ialspeing bombed by the Americans. They
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saw the Nazi symbol and just threw their bombs.yThet only killed Germans, but Jews as
well. | couldn’t believe how lucky | had been tacape death yet again.

On April 25, 1945 the Soviet forces were in the BigrRegion. Hearing of this, the SS
forced all of us who were left in Stutthof to gottee coast. They put us on small boats with
nothing but the clothes on our backs. Many peopla‘dwant to be sent off into the ocean so
they were shot instead. Others drowned. On my thea¢ were about 12 people; all starving and
dehydrated. We began to drink the salty ocean wafigich just made it worse because the salt
made us even thirstier.

On the boat, we lost all track of all time. All af sudden, we saw an English ship
heading towards us. They saw us too. They savday ymitting us on their boat and giving us
food. Unfortunately, some people ate so fast a&ting almost nothing for so many years that
they died.

Five years later, by 1950, | had a husband andwbom child. The Joint American
Jewish Organization sponsored us so we could garterica. We got on a ship and went to New
York. After that, we went to Philadelphia and livibetre for a few years. In 1962, my family and
| finally came to San Francisco. We opened a taipbusiness that was ours for 40 years, and
lived happily. | had come to start a new life watfiamily of my own and a newly found hope.

Now, | think back and wonder why | didn’t die. | wader what made me so lucky to
survive it all. And | continue to wonder.
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VBy Gabriel Lopez Low

A Brother’s Love

Mere moments before the selection process thatdvdetermine his fate, Chaim had
given up. Separated from his sisters and paregrshly sick with typhus and starving to death,
he had every reason to lose hope; just as so madydbne before him against the same
insurmountable circumstances. At a time when treysend him were perishing left and right,
his fate was sealédor so it seemed. Instead, Chaim survived that Bete@rocess and
eventually survived every ghetto and concentratamp he was imprisoned in throughout the
Holocaust. He had someone watching over him evieqy af the way, assuring his survival and
caring for him when he couldn’t care for himseli. this particular situation, Chaim survived
because his protector learned which group of inmateuld be sent to the gas chambers, and
which would survive. Using this information, hekesl his own safety to sneak Chaim into the
fortunate group, when he surely would have beeneplanto the doomed contingent. The one
who put his own neck on the line for Chaim’s safetys none other than his older brother,
Moishe.

Twenty-one years earlier, in 1920, the year Chaiorddchai Recht was born, none of
this seemed possible. Poland, Chaim's home coum&y,just regained its independence post
World War | as the Second Polish Republic, aftertwees of foreign rule. Chaim was born in
the large city of Kielce, Poland, but he and hiwifg moved to a town near the German border
when he was young. Deeply religious, the Recht lfafuifilled their duties as Orthodox Jews
with unflinching devotion. Chaim attended a spedeWwish school and was immersed in the
tight-knit Jewish community of his town. His fath&ernard, owned a local chocolate factory,
which supported their modest yet comfortable lflesstand provided Chaim with a generous
supply of sweets. In Poland, a general anti-Seras#ittiment was prevalent and there was little
cross-cultural interaction. Barred from leavingitheouse on certain Christian holidays, the
Recht family understood the unstable situationées were in, but couldn’t grasp the future
importance it had. Next door in Germany, they kribat the Nazis were gaining power, but it
was unclear what effect that would have on theimtxy, if any at all.

In Germany, the vast majority of the population \saasggling, and the Nazis presented a
solution, promising economic success and the ratti®&ermany to the world stage. According
to Harry (Chaim’s new name upon entering the Uni&dtes), “Even some Jews supported
Hitler, because they believed he would improvedbenomy.” When asked whether he believed
the Nazi's rise could lead to something like thdddaust considering Hitler's anti-Jewish book
Mein Kamp he said, “We didn’t believe that anything likastttould happen...it was just a
book.” However, it was not just a book, and oncéeriseized power, the Jews ultimately had
little hope of survival. Not until Jews were forcta flee Germany to Poland did Chaim truly
understand the gravity of the situation. When waoké out and the Nazis invaded Poland,
Chaim and his family fled the German border in faad walked nonstop for seven days back to
Kielce with the Nazis in pursuit. Completely ovewmyed by their superior military, Poland
surrendered to Nazi control after only seven ddyombat.
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Days after they arrived back in Kielce, the Nazisr@vupon the city and proceeded to
round up the Jewish population and force them imtghetto. Although the Nazis didn’t
immediately know which citizens were Jews, manyhef Poles were more than happy to be of
assistance pointing out the Jews in return for 6#l® of whiskey.” In 1940, along with his
sisters, brother and parents, Chaim was usheredhatKielce Ghetto, walled in on all sides and
constantly demoralized by the Nazi guards. It wesd that Chaim would spend the next two
years, living with his relatives in perpetual fesickness and starvation. Along with his brother,
he worked at a German soldier's depot, supplyingpeats to German soldiers without pay.
Despite the twelve-hour workdays and terrible wagkconditions, Chaim persevered under the
watchful and concerned eyes of older brother Moighd 941, a typhus epidemic hit the Kielce
Ghetto, killing thousands of Jews. The diseaseaspbrampantly due to the unsanitary living
conditions and cramped quarters that were crawdiitly the deadly lice. Chaim contracted the
disease, and was one of the few fortunate onegsdxome it, but not without severe mental and
emotional distress.

Having taken away their homes, their possessitrest health and their independence,
the Nazis still were not done with the Recht familyne next way they strove to dehumanize
them was to take away their identity. One nightilevhving in the ghetto, Chaim’s father came
home with his beard cut off completely. “As a matiefact, | didn’t recognize him, because he
always had his beard,” says Harry. As an Orthoday, his beard was a symbol of his devotion
to God and made up a part of who he was. To thasN#as meant nothing, and as he was
walking home, they stopped him on the street ardigdy hacked off his beard for everyone to
see. For Chaim, the image of his father so vulderabd demoralized was one he would never
forget; it was “as if something was missing frors liiie.”

In 1942, the orders for a transfer came through @haim and his brother were
transferred to the Skarzysko-Kamienne labor carapnpnently separated from the rest of their
family. The two of them went to work in a Germanmumition factory for the following year, in
conditions worse than the ghetto they had just [Efteir lives were a constant struggle: a
struggle for food, a struggle for sleep, and mogiadrtantly a struggle for hope. Life in the camp
was contradictorily monotonous yet anxious, as thay the same back-breaking days over and
over again for a full year, while the chance ofgble relocation or death loomed over them at
all times. A special division of workers in thiscfary was forced to work with a certain type of
ammunition that served as an eventual death senteramyone who spent time with it. It would
start by dyeing workers’ whole bodies yellow, anthanth later or so, most workers would be
dead. Chaim and Moishe had the extremely good riertaf not working with this particular
ammunition, but “yellow people would come to oumgaonce in a while, but they didn’t last
too long,” Harry pointed out.

In 1943, they were once again transferred, thig tiomCzestochowaa new year, a new
camp and a new ammunition factory. In Czestochde@] sources were scarce, and Chaim was
suspended in a state of constant hunger that émeatdeath at all times. Sickness was common
at the camp, and the lack of doctors led to masdeeaths. Although Chaim did get sick at
various times, he had his older brother to lookfouhim and care for him. Looking back, Harry
says, “if you were on your own, you had a smallndeaof living, but if you stuck together you
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had a better chance.” His brother and him did tabat, and overcame every obstacle they
were faced with together.

From Czestochowa, Chaim and Moishe were sent toh&wald, a German
concentration camp, where they did nothing but wather to be transferred, or to be killed.
They did not work; rather they spent their dayshia barracks, waiting in fear, unsure of their
future. After a month of dread, they were once mgeansferred, this time to Dora, another
German camp. In Dora, Chaim and his brother wenkiwg with the V1 and V2 missiles used
by the Nazis in air raids over Britain. The Britigsled many times to bomb Dora, but because it
was completely underground, the planes could noésscthe missiles. For Chaim and Moishe,
working underground meant terrible conditions aic#reess, and this time Moishe was unable to
care for Chaim. Split apart into different shifteg brothers wouldn’t see each other all day
except for in passing when one went to work anddtiner returned to the barracks. For six
months, they worked eight-hour shifts spending éhineurs getting back and forth from the
barracks, on only a few hours of sleep. The momémg got to see each other in passing
became the highlights of their days, and pushednCtakeep his head up and not lose faith. As
1944 came to a close, the Germans were losing drgurckly and it was clear the war was
almost over, as the desperation of the Nazis tstfithe job they started became apparent.

In a last ditch effort to eliminate all the Jewstloé camp, the Nazis transferred everyone
from Dora to the death camp Bergen-Belsen, whem@rtland his brother, among others, were
once again left to wait. Weighing around 80 pourisaim was on the edge of starvation, and
had little chance of living much longer. The Jeessed the general unease among the Nazis and
knew that liberation was just around the cornewyéner the question was whether they would
survive to see it or not. On April 15, 1945, Btitisroops entered Bergen-Belsen and took
control, liberating all 60,000 Jews left in the ganHowever, the danger was not gone, as
thousands of Jews died soon after when the Btitegbps gave the malnourished inmates rations
from the Nazis supplies. Due to their unhealthy dibon, their bodies couldn't take such
substantial food and they died rapidly. Chaim anoigte, luckily, did not receive the Nazi’'s
rations, and were safe.

From Bergen-Belsen, Chaim and Moishe were relocabedottingen, Germanya
university town—where they lived with Germans floe thext five years. Supported by American
organizations and care packages, Chaim and hisdsrgpent the time recovering and waiting
for their American immigration papers to go throughey were to meet their uncle in Denver as
soon as they were able-- neither of them wantedtdy in Europe. After five long years of
waiting, he received the papers that not only el@drim to come to America, but also changed
his name to Harry. He quickly booked a ticket sghgp from Hamburg to New Orleans, eager to
start a new life. His brother had made the jourtmege months earlier, and this trip was the first
huge endeavor he undertook completely on his owpgeddent on no one. On the ship that
would take him to this new life, he met the womhattwould one day become his wife. When
Harry met Sally, a fellow Polish Holocaust survivbie couldn’'t help but believe that things
happened for a reason.
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By Ezra Stoller

More Than Just a Roll of the Dice

“Look, ah! | flipped just to the right page. Ezgmu see this is me and my sisters,” said
Sally, pointing to the faces in the black and wipt®to. “That's me, and my sister Annie, and -
wait a second. Yes, that’'s Miriam...Can | get you stiimg? Juice? A cookie?”

“Oh, water would be great, thanks,” | said, astl@at my paper and pen from my bag.
“Are you sure?”

“Sally, he said he wanted water,” said Harry, sgtat the dinner table by the window.

*kkkk

Before World War II, Sally interacted with Jews agehtiles alike, but still faced anti-
Semitism. “In town, my father sold fabric. One tineewoman tried to steal fabric. My father
saw her and ran after her. This woman yelled “Téw i3 trying to kill me!" Fortunately, she was
taken to the police station, but you see, it wageneur country,” said Sally with a matter-of-fact
shrug of the shoulders. | sipped my water andlaibbn my first cookie and continued to write.

When Sally first heard World War Il was breaking,cghe was almost a little excited,
after all the things she had heard about World W&he didn’t realize what was to come.
Without warning, a ghetto called “Wierzbnk” wasasdished in her town, As it happened, the
ghetto was located in her neighborhood and herlyadidn’t have to move, but they did have to
open their home up to others. Everyone was foroesiear a yellow star. Her older brother was
in the wrong place at the wrong time and was ghatlback alley within the first few days of the
ghetto being established. The unexpected and sigptidd become commonplace. “He had the
holy book in his arms,” said Sally, shaking herdhess she remembered her brother Barl.

Without warning, in 1942, the ghetto was forcedctear out. “All the Judenrat out!”
imitated Sally, waving her arm. The sick and olerevnot spared and, in the chaos, she was not
able to say goodbye to her grandparents. They aldezly and not healthy and did not have it in
them to make the journey. She heard weeks latethbg were shot in the house, sitting on their
bed.

“I was very close to my grandparents, so sweetamg. My children never met their
grandparents. One day when my son was young, ikisdfiwas going to visit his grandparents
and my son asked me ‘What's that?"”

| took a deep breath and we continued.

At the labor camp, Sally and her sisters workedrnrammunition factory and managed to
stay together. Her parents were separate from Salllyher sisters. They only got glimpses of
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each other one time each month when everyone frenbarracks was taken to the communal
shower. As her mother’s barrack was led out ofsth@wer, Sally’s barrack was led in and they
were able to wave, but they couldn’t run and hucheather. They had to stand single file and
remain in their respective lines. Once a monthlySebuld be a few feet away from her mother,
but never in her arms.

During the time they were forced to work at the ammon factory, typhus and fevers
were common illnesses. “Everyone was sick, nofrigalell. But my sister was sick, sick.” One
night, a Ukrainian guard looked the other way, wifeg Sally to escape to get aspirin for her
sister. She walked over a half hour to meet a mavish customer of her father's and expected to
come back and see the same guard. While she hadgbee that night, the guard had changed.
She was scared: “People were killed.” A couple dagsier, two young women who had
sabotaged the equipment they were making were dawelig their own graves in front of the
entire camp and Sally and the others were forcedvatch. With the lights surveying the
boundary of the camp, Sally managed to re-enteutiir another entrance and get the medicine
to her sister unscathed.

“My sisters and | were eventually forced into @attlains and taken to Auschwitz. It took
over a week and--"

“Sorry, Sally, “I said. “But what happened to youother and father?”

“They-" She paused. “They did not make it. My fatheas sent to Treblinka and my
mother, well, she did not make it. But she alwagisl $Vatch the child,” who was my younger
sister Miriam. My mother was watching over us thotgnuttered Sally with a sad smile.

When Sally and her sisters arrived at Auschwiteyténcountered the putrid black fumes
of burning human bones. There were screaming S®ahkihg German shepherd dogs.

“They were rough; they took us to a room, took dothing and were harsh. | guess they
didn’t pull our hair because there was no hairub.’pSally explained how everyone’s hair had
been shaved off.

“Do you know German? Could you understand what tweye ordering you to do?” |
asked.

“You didn’t have to know German. Their tone and yptahguage was enough.”

In the barracks, Sally and her sisters always tdfea small piece of bread from their
allotted rations, an inch off the bottom for an egemcy. Once, someone stole their emergency
extra bread. “We knew this one particular woman taken it, but she survived and afterwards
came to us and told us that she still feels sighkthg about why she did it, but she was so
hungry she couldn’t help it,” said Sally. Hungersadways on her mind and there was not much
variation from meal to meal. Sally explained th@hé ‘soup,” well, the water would be a little
darker or lighter, but that's about it.” Althoughaly constantly felt hungry, others showed
clearer signs of starvation, their bones becomingenand more pronounced. A warm bed and a
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good night’s sleep was what Sally missed most. Sépt with a dozen people, stacked like
sardines on one queen size bed. When one persatedvip turn over, everyone else had to
move as well. Warmth was always on her mind.

Most days when Sally and her older sister, Annierenvoutside doing their assigned
useless tasks, Miriam would stay in the barracksytand stay warm. One morning, Sally had a
feeling and told Annie, “Let’s take the child witls.” “It was like a premonition,” said Sally
with conviction. That morning, everyone not out ‘kimg” was rounded up and taken to the gas
chamber.

Another time at Auschwitz, Miriam had a fever anaswaken to get medical care. “This
was not a hospital. The doctors were not doctoesl 8octors.” Sally and Annie knew what
would happen to those who were taken to the dac&ugprisingly, the German nurses took to
Miriam and thought she was so sweet, smart andg/othile Miriam was in the hospital, Dr.
Mengele came to make a selection, and the nursasg #trat those selected would be taken to the
gas chambers. The nurses decided to protect Migiaanhid Miriam under the linens. The next
morning, Sally and Annie asked the nurses what éragqb and they said: “Here is your sister.”

Perhaps Sally’s mother was watching over her tdeegghters, yet Sally still wonders if,
“G-d was on vacation.” The SS knew when specifiwidke holidays were and on Yom Kippur,
Sally was taken to the river to get water and gtdauble whipping” on the holiest day of the
Jewish calendar. Although this unprecedented tyustemed endless, the Russians were
making advances from the east, and those who rexhdam Auschwitz were marched west.
Retrospectively, Sally told me that “They would baslled us all, they just didn’t have time.”

Although Sally had left Auschwitz, she continue®hungry and live in fear of the SS.
One night, as Sally and her sisters were being imearthrough a small town, Sally was lagging.
She had been told to speed up by an SS troopebefute she could, a German shepherd lunged
at her and then she fell to the ground. Then slaedh& gun shot. “I thought | had been killed,”
Sally recalled. “I remember feeling people’s fetpping on me and thinking, maybe this is
what it feels like to be dead.” Sally got back @r feet and caught up with her sisters. Gunshots
were so common that her sisters did not even esallzat had just happened.

In the final days of the march, Sally rememberezirggthe first signs of German defeat.
A female guard took off her hat and said to Sallydt’'s the way our hat's going to fly” and
threw the hat into the river. Another SS even todd that this would be “Their end and your
beginning.” When the Russians liberated them, thegggle was not over. Sally and her sisters
were told by a Jewish Russian soldier in Yiddiskitbe in barn to avoid the bullets. Despite the
war coming to an end, the Germans still showela lkindness to the Jews. The Russian soldier
took Sally and her sisters to the German farmhamnseordered the German family to take care
of them. The Russians told the German family theyld be back to make sure that Sally and
her sisters were being well taken care of. Salmembered thinking about pound cake and a
warm glass of milk. As if someone could read hendnione of the Germans came to her room
with cake and tall glass of milk, the first sip wilk Sally had tasted in many years. “It was
tasty!” exclaimed Sally, breaking a smile.
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Sally and her sisters stayed at this farmhouselbaut three weeks and, not knowing
where to go next, took Russian military trains &urn to their hometown. The Poles that
remained in her hometown of Wierzbnk took one lakhem and said to them, “So many,
still?”

“Ezra, they were surprised. The Germans killed smyrof us, and still these Jewish girls
were still alive. They said ‘The streets are youihe houses are ours.” The one night they
spent in Wierzbnk, two mothers and three childraarenkilled. Sally and her sisters were no
longer welcome and were threatened in their owndtomwn. Sally and her sisters took many
trains en route to Lodz, hiding in the bathroom whke conductor came around to see the
passengers’ tickets. After spending some time idzl.&ally arrived in Bergen Belsen, which
had become a refugee camp. Sally recalled that €Sgobh married because well, lots of young
people, and they were lonely.” This was a placébath reunion and tragedy. Some would
serendipitously realize a family member thoughgloiead was still alive and others would hear
the news that a family member had perished.

After five years of waiting, Sally was on a boat America, leaving from Hamburg
headed to New Orleans. Three days before disenmugr®ally met Harry.

“What do you know? It really was when Harry metl@akaid Sally with a grin.

*kkkk

Perhaps serendipity, luck, and coincidence allo®elly and her two sisters to survive
the Holocaust together and even meet her husbartdn8ybe it was more than a roll of the dice
and indeed was due to her mother watching over Batly, now a proud mother and
grandmother, realized that without the lessons\aides her grandparents and parents instilled
in her, she would not have survived. She hopeshéagrandchildren will feel loved by her in
the same way she was loved by her grandmothel. fulfitiof positive light, Sally enjoys every
day and told me “If I don’t have something, | donded it, but if | have it, | enjoy it.”

“Ezra, | know you'll be fine, but I'll walk you tehe door. It's European of me. Do you
need any food for the road?”

“Well, 1 ="

“Okay, these cookies are pretty good. Take itlerroad - just in case.”

With a warm hug, we said our goodbyes.

“Until next time!”

Sally encouraged me to enjoy the little pleasuresfé and | am lucky to have been

nurtured by Sally in a loving grandmotherly way. Ateft, Sally reminded me, “enjoy those
cookies with some milk!”
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awter Weris

By Geny Rabinovich

When G-d Was On Vacation

At twelve o'clock one afternoon in September 198§, mother, Spinsa, was in the
kitchen cooking potatoes for our large Jewish fgrofl nine, when chaos exploded in the streets
of Poland. In an instant, our house was bombard#d$6 officers carrying guns and telling us
to evacuate our home. | heard my mom yelling, “Tegubauba, we have to leave!”At that time,
the reason for our departure was unknown, but viekiyurealized that tragedy would ensue.

My family and | were placed in the Lask Ghetto #32. | worked as a tailor, making
uniforms for the Nazis. That bothered me more thaything, because all | had on me to keep
me warm was a striped wool coat. Rarely did | getde my family, because we were separated
due to our gender. Strangely, | reconnected witbldrfamily friend | was once introduced to -
his name was Leo. He was the only one | trustedgmto communicate with.

In 1942, all 6,000 people from our city of Lask werowded into a church. Those who
did not fit, roughly sixty people, were shot to tted will never forget what horror I first saw - a
woman by the name of Golda Bondz was in labor.hat very instant they threw her and her
newborn into a pit and buried them alive. Beforeosald even process what was happening, we
were locked up for three days with no food, waterhathrooms. The only thing we had was the
clothes on our back and each other. After we embweventy-two hours of hunger and
weakness, the SS officers divided the populatiomati. The right side was those who were
strong and left side was considered to be wealkad guickly separated from my father, Noah,
and brother, Gabriel, who were on the right sidensidering that | am more of a tomboy and
had a close relationship with the males in my fgikran to their side and left my mom and six
siblings behind. Fortunately, | was lucky becaussynpeople were shot to death running from
side to side. Once the separation was completedgl@aded people on trucks and took them to
Chelmno, a concentration camp, where they wereteither buried alive or gassed to death. As
| watched my mother and six siblings board thelyudnew it would be the last time | saw
them. At that very moment | realized, G-d was ocati@n.

That same year, | left my only friend, Leo, and wasved to the Lodz Ghetto with my
father and brother where they put me to work abaemaker. | created shoes from straw with
my bare hands for the Nazis. As if making clothmstfiem wasn't bad enough, but now | had to
provide comfort for their feet. There was a lackadd, and | was weak from the long hours of
work. My work load only further expanded when | begvorking as a janitor. | worked from
sunrise to sunset. | learned that | had been sephifsom Gabriel and my father almost
instantaneously after our arrival. | was speechlebad never felt so alone and helpless in my
life. However, | didn't grieve- not because | didmant to, but because | didn't have the energy
or strength. From this point on, | was constaneynh separated from my father and brother.
Luckily, we were always reunited.
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In 1944, | was forced onto a train to Auschwitzfefv days before my departure, | was
accidentally reunited with my father and brothémwas the only moment of joy | could recall.
Once we arrived at Auschwitz, the first thing técbamy eye was the famous saying plastered on
the gatesarbeit macht frei “work makes you free.” | felt as if they had fala way to use the
word “slave,” because that's what we were. We vedtteer treated like slaves, or treated like
animals. The word “freedom” to us was unheard bfvas more like a joke. After | spent a
whole year in Auschwitz, | was transferred arouhkeeé different areas for a year's duration;
Birkenau Stutthof, and Dresden.

| arrived in Birkenau in 1945. | do not rememberamubut what | do remember was |
didn't eat, | didn't sleep, | didn't live. Peopl®wnd me were malnourished, covered in feces
because they were too weak to walk, and begginddath.

After a few months, we were relocated to Stutthghen we arrived, | was immediately
placed in a huge barrack. It was a nice change tl@rgravel we slept on in Birkenau. | was
cooped up in a room full of women who were slowjyng. Some would fall asleep and never
wake up; others would try to put themselves outmi$ery by starving themselves. It was
frightful, but Stutthof was one of the better camws actually got food on a daily basis. Every
day we would receive soup - if you can call it thEtis “soup” consisted of leaves, water, and
sand. On the better days, we would receive a sefiteead that was supposed to last a week, but
we ate it within the first few seconds it was hahdie us. | was afraid to overfill myself, so |
would call my brother across the fence and throwlefipvers to my father and to him. Every
night we experienced aAppeal: everyone from the camp was brought outside in tievs
naked. Nazis would torture us by pouring ice wateover our shivering bodies, and if we tried
to share body heat, we would get severely beateheast a third of the group died from frost
bite. Nazis would find new ways of torture everydan SS officer by the name of Erta beat me
every day. The reason behind this was that | hay leosoms, but | didn't wear a bra. | knew she
just wanted to find any excuse to beat me. Evémvds to wear a bra, | would get beaten. At that
point, nothing surprised me.

A few months after that, we were once again shigpeal different location, Dresden, an
ammunition factory. | made bullets for the Nazi guwith every bullet | created, | couldn't help
but think that this bullet would eventually kill erof my people. | wanted nothing more than to
load a gun with my hand-made bullets and begin wxag every Nazi | encountered.
Unfortunately, that was just a daydream. On Felyru&”, 1945, Dresden was bombed. My
father told us to hide in the basement of the deshetl building. After three days my father
explained to me that we would see each other dmdnn the meanwhile | had to go into hiding
on my own. | waited until darkness fell, then | rafy first idea was the cemetery. | managed to
wash myself with snow and the reef soup, which waxy popular in Poland, | miraculously
obtained. In doing so, | failed to notice the whiésidue | left behind on the gravel. Right as |
finished rinsing myself off, | heard an SS offideading toward me. | quickly dug a hole into
the ground and buried myself in hope of survivalould feel the ground moving. This is how |
knew people were recently buried alive. | couldrhitbat the SS officers noticed the residue |1 left
behind. They began to search for me. | waited faur& until 1 could feel no more footsteps
above me and no movement beside me. The nextltkimgw | was on the run again.
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Before | knew it, | was captured and taken prisdmera Nazi. | did not know of my
father's longings nor of my brother's. | was alaggin. A German lady entered into our jail cell
to choose twelve people to work for her on her prop Lucky, | was one of them. We were
driven to her home, and once we entered, she nosdimae as her cook. While the others were
slaving on the field, | was cooking. No one knewds Jewish because | took the name of a
woman who had passed away, Bronka Kengerska, wisoowatown's janitor. A man by the
name of Bibov, who was closely affiliated with mgthier, had made me those Polish papers.
Although | had a different name, | will never fotge comment that was once made to me,
“Bronka, you cook like a Jew.” All | could do wasge inside.

While | was working for the German woman, | learmdxbut my family's whereabouts. |
then packed my stuff, and traveled to my fathddsbasiness in Lask. He was a baker, but in the
back of that bakery he had a Halutsim- a place s/ar estimated 60 Jewish boys and girls
worked, aspiring to travel to their homeland, I&rddearned that my father and Gabriel were
living in the old Halutsim with a few Jews who weescued by my father. When | arrived, we
rejoiced. My father managed to bring me some petatim cook for celebration. As | was
cooking, the condensation from the cooking wenthgchimney. During the war smoke rising
from chimneys let out a sign to reveal the presesfcgews. A group of Russians entered our
shack. Everyone got away except for me; | was aeduby a Russian who held a gun to my
head. | saw my life flash right before my very eymy breathing stopped, and | was asking G-d:
Why? Why me? | didn't do anything to deserve thss! was praying for a quick and painless
death, he was grabbed by a fellow soldier to ruaygwecause the Germans were coming.

We were liberated May 7, 1945.

On May 10, 1945, as | was walking back to the Hsif the bridge of Lagovniska, once
so familiar to me, was bombed. The bridge was @Vexith dead bodies- infants, youth,
parents, and grandparents; all lying in a scattpegtern one piled over the other, but | was alive
and once again fighting for my life. | swam as fastl could, and once | reached the land, |
couldn't believe how G-d had spared my life oncairag

At the end of June, we boarded a wagon to go backeh When we arrived, we were
unwelcome. My family and | lived in a room for arjpel of time with only a translucent cover
over our broken window that helped separate us tt@mrdangers of the outside world. A few of
our relatives came to live with us. That was whéouhd the love of my life, Moris Weiss. He
was my cousin and he proposed to me. We got maorietily 4, 1945.

In the year of 1946, | registered myself and myblamsl for America, my brother for
Canada, and my father for Israel. That year, mypoand and | stayed behind as my father and
brother departed with the knowledge of one dayiteg In 1951, an uncle invited me and my
family and to live with him in Petaluma. Althoughyndream was to go to San Francisco, |
decided to move to Petaluma for the meantime. THemsed chickens and controlled a farm,
but Petaluma did not feel like home to me.

In the next few years, we finally packed our stiaffgo to our permanent home, San
Francisco. This is when | knew | had everythingérewanted. As | passed through the streets of
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San Francisco, | had noticed that my past caughtitip me. On 46 and Taravel was a
swatstika hanging from a Nazi library. | felt myobt turn into fire, my chest grew deeper with
every breath, and the nightmares that sign haveghtome. | grabbed my husband, and we
proudly demolished that library. | didn’t do it jusr myself; | did it for my people.

Living through the Holocaust and the near deatbasibtns helped me find a deeper
meaning in life. Although the traumatic events ameimories will forever haunt me, | will go on
with living my life. | currently live in the city bmy dreams, with a family of my own. | am now
an activist in spreading awareness of the true tevainthe Holocaust, proof of our history for
future generations.
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District 71

Is honored to present the story of
World War II veteran

Sam Harry Stone In his own words
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My name is Sam Harry Stone. | was born in PitigbuiPennsylvania on August 22,
1924. My parents were immigrant Polish Jews frormr§sw, Poland. | did not learn to speak
English until I was about 5 years old.

Before entering the Air Force, | attended the Ursitg of Pittsburgh for one semester.
Following discharge from the service | attended WBGithere | obtained a Bachelor's Degree as
well as a Master’'s Degree. | then went to the &jocMedical School where | gained an M.D.

Since | was aware of the Nazi atrocities in Polagpecially with regard to the Jews, |
wanted to get into the service, but my mother wawdtisign the enlistment papers. | went to the
draft board and asked them to draft me as soomas Eligible. This they did. | volunteered for
flight duty and asked the fastest way to get imdmbat. | was told that aerial gunnery was the
way. So | went to Radio School and then Gunneho8k winding up as a radio operator-aerial
gunner on a B-17 flying bombing missions over Gernmcupied Europe, including two
missions on “D-Day.”

There are many ways one finds the path to one&ecarSome have a determination from
childhood that they will enter some business offggsion. Others seem to wander from one
thing to another before finding their niche in lifOthers are thrust into their life’'s work by
chance or a series of circumstances that seem fusbgood fortune. | believe | fall into this
latter category.

Since childhood | dreamt of being a military avratdAll my spare time seemed to be
taken up by reading aviation magazines and buildmoglel airplanes. The walls of my room
were covered with pictures cut from magazines & the ceiling, | hung model airplanes |
had built. Prior to WWII, the Army required two gms of college-level engineering for
admission as an Aviation Cadet. This was my gohewl enrolled at the University of
Pittsburgh. However, carrying 15 units and workiwg half-days and all day Saturday was too
much for me to handle. | struggled and did manzagsing grades but barely. Moreover, being
young and patriotic, | wanted to get into the wad do my part before it was all over. Since my
mother would not give her approval for me to enligtent to the draft board and asked to be
drafted as soon as possible. At the end of time tevas inducted into the Army.

Whether | volunteered or whether it was just theckl of the draw,” | wound up in the
Air Force. | believe it was called the U.S. Armyr £orps or perhaps the U.S. Army Air Force
at that time. However, one had to volunteer fdliyimg assignment. In any event, | became a
radio-operator aerial-gunner on a B-17 flying bongbmissions against the Germans from a
base in England. Several crews of enlisted meredhane barracks, a Quonset Hut. Wynne’s
Crew was one of them. Long's Crew, as we wereedalbecame friendly with them. Their
Engineer-Top-Turret Gunner was a fellow named Taonrigr. Unfortunately, Wynne’s Crew
was shot down and the fate of the crew-membersawikn
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My job, besides being the radio-operator, was &sman the machine protruding from
the top of the radio room. The top hatch had tojfened and the gun displaced from the stowed
position. In addition, | had to procure the cottebe used by myself and the pilot and co-pilot.
The radio-operator was also given boxes of “chaffips of paper with a metal coating on one
side. These were packaged in a bundle which wasofgen by pulling a string running through
the bundle. The bundle was torn open prior toasgethrough a small chute in the wall of the
radio compartment. The intended purpose was ttuserthe radar-operated anti-aircraft guns. |
don’t know what others thought about “chaff” buetfBerman anti-aircraft fire seemed to be
“right-on” in spite of it. Later | decided to dragpda-pop bottles through the chute as well. |
thought the noise they made while falling mightreceomeone to death. | did that only one or
twice. | got tired of lugging the bottles out tetplane.

The task | really dreaded was to jettison any bomlosg-up in the bomb-bay. If this
occurred, my job was to go on a portable oxygetidyatnter the bomb-bay, with the bomb-bay
doors open, and release any bombs that had nopetlopThis was done by a release on the
shackle holding the bomb to the bomb rack. If leenb was on the outboard rack, | had to
straddle the open-bomb-bay door to reach the sbacKiry to imagine what it was like to
straddle the open bomb-bay, looking down at theigad?5 or 30 thousand feet below while the
wind whipped through the bomb-bay. | forgot to m@m | also put on my chest parachute
before entering the bomb-bay.

D-day started, for me, at about 2:00 A.M. We wesalkened to prepare for a bombing
mission. Since we were never told the target wrigfing, it seemed like any other morning
before a mission. After breakfast we headed ferlihefing room. Upon arrival we found a
major at the door holding a clipboard and checkifighe names of all who entered the briefing
room. This had never occurred before so we knemetiling unusual was up. After we were all
seated, an officer strode up to the platform bekwhéech was a covered map of the target area.
This was the mission map showing the target, théertaken to and from the target as well as the
location of flak concentrations and check-pointerehwe could expect to rendezvous with our
fighter cover. That was standard procedure. Hewewhen the cover was removed from the
map we saw a red ribbon going into the Normandwg ared another coming out on a different
heading. Another officer climbed onto the platfoinmfront of the map. His first words were,
“anyone who divulges any of the information giverhas briefing will be shot.” We were then
given the details, as they pertained to us, oty mission. All fighters, fighter-bombers and
medium bombers would have black and white strigésted around the wings and fuselage. All
aircraft must fly the designated routes in andajuhe target area. Those that did not would be
shot down. We were given an overview of the inmasand then left to make preparations for
the mission.

As the radio-operator for our crew, it was my assignt to pick up the radio codes we
were to use that day. Our next stop was the egeapmoom where we kept our heated suits,
parachute harnesses and parachutes. From thedhe tarmament shack for our .50 caliber
machine guns. This was all loaded on a truck whadk us to the aircraft. On arrival at the
aircraft we stowed our gear. | installed my maehgun in the top position of the radio
compartment and then tuned my radios to the fregjasrbeing used that day. After finishing
these tasks | decided to get out of the plane aveé b smoke. | walked a short distance away
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from the plane, sat down and lit up. | noticed #iplane guard walking back and forth so |
offered him a cigarette. He declined the offert thhat time each airplane was guarded by a
soldier, carrying a rifle, patrolling back and tort There was fear of sabotage or German
paratroopers dropping on our airfields to desttoy hombers. The guard and | began to talk.
He seemed to be no end in sight. He felt thdtafihvasion would occur soon he would feel his
efforts were not in vain. | felt this explosiveger to tell him that today was D-day, but
remembering the officer's words, managed to contingd impulse. | decided | better leave
before | “spilled the beans.” | climbed back it aircraft, went to the radio room and sat
down. | few minutes later | thought | heard some orying softly behind me in the waist. | got
up and went back to see what was happening. Invéigt | found our engineer and top-turret
gunner sitting on the floor quietly sobbing. Thias totally out of character for the short, hard-
drinking, self-centered individual | had come tamtn | thought he was crying because he felt
we might not make it back so | said “it's O.K. Jimmnmwe will be fine. You know we always
make it back.” His reply stunned me. “I'm not ieny for us. I'm crying for all the poor
bastards that are going to die today.” | was serwhielmed by this unexpected response |
turned and walked back to the radio room overcoyney own emotions.

When | finished my tour of flying missions | waogted to ¥ Bomb Division
headquarters at Elveden Hall, a large estate obpede Guiness beer family. | was the ground
contact to the bomber stream of theAr Division flying missions into Germany; | didhis for
several months. However, when | learned of FDR'atkd | became very depressed and decided
to return to the U.S. | was able to do this sinbad completed my combat tour. Arrangements
were made and | finally boarded a troop ship intBaxnpton for the voyage home. Our ship left
Southampton on May 8, 1945, the day the Germamsrsigred.

| don’t think anyone can go through a war withbeing affected by it in some way.
However, it is difficult to verbalize what thesartf)s are. | certainly appreciate the wonderful
country we live in and would not want to live anyavl else. Nowhere else could a poor boy, of
immigrant parents, attain what | have attained ynlifetime.
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Gty Lo Dt

By Meredith McNamee

Escape from Antwerp

Eda Lew Balsam was born on March 13, 1924, in AntwBelgium. Her father, Nathan
Lew, was originally from Poland but moved to Belgiias a young man to pursue a career as a
diamond merchant. Eda’s mother, Anna Axelrod Lewas born in Russia but spent the majority
of her childhood in England during the First Wowér. Anna moved to Antwerp in her teens
and soon married Eda’s father and started a fankilyor to the Nazi invasion of Belgium, Eda
enjoyed a comfortable childhood with her youngestesi Cecile, and her brother, Maurice.
While her family was Jewish and identified witretdewish community, her parents were not
overly active in synagogue life and attended ses/imainly during High Holy Days. However,
this nominal religious activity did not mean thateEs status as a Jew would go unnoticed. Eda
was constantly reminded of her status as a membéneoJewish faith in a city primarily
inhabited by Catholics. Eda attended Catholic sthehere she was the only Jewish pupil, as
her mother believed she would receive a better adurc there. In school, Eda experienced
exclusion and anti-Semitism on a regular basisough Eda felt different and ostracized as a
child, nothing could have prepared her for the Niazasion and the coming war.

Eda recalls hearing rumors about Hitler and theidNbefore they reached Belgium. She
remembers her parents telling her not to listetheoBBC radio because they thought it would
disturb her. In secret, Eda listened to the raatid learned of countries that were falling under
Nazi control, and heard whispers about the impenthineat of Hitler's forces and the coming
Blitzkrieg On May 10, 1940, Germany invaded Belgium and’'€dife was dramatically
changed forever. During a recent interview, Edd stories of watching German and Allied
planes shooting at each other in the sky aboveapartment, sometimes plummeting to the
ground and setting buildings on fire.

Antwerp, while not the capitol of Belgium, was s$tgically significant in the war
because of its harbor, which was both large andyrggdically advantageous. When the war
reached Antwerp, Eda went from having “a calm agrerse childhood” to living in a war zone
almost overnight. Under the Nazi regime, many etspef Eda’s day-to-day life were altered.
Eda was never forced to wear the Star of David,tlhhere was a “J” stamped on her passport
identifying her as a member of the Jewish faitida’g liberty was restricted by the German
occupation and other than going to school, hermargied to keep her at home as much as
possible after a young female cousin was abducgteddoGestapo and never returned home.

Fortunately for Eda, her father’'s diamond busirtess$ not suffered too greatly due to the
War. While there was a predicted collapse of Eeappcurrencies, diamonds maintained their
value and could be used for bartering. Nathan aesply disturbed by the German occupation
of Belgium and believed that the safest and magirsefuture for his family would be outside of
Europe. By bartering his cache of diamonds anihgdiavors from his non-Jewish associates,
Eda’s father was able to procurd_aissez Passera one-way travel document issued by the
national government—which granted the family pesiois to leave the country and go to
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France. Nathan Lew’s preoccupation with leavingidecupied Europe was not common in
the Jewish community of Antwerp at that time, anynfelt that the War was a storm they could
weather if they were patient and cooperative. Mangmbers of Eda’s family refused to leave
Belgium, including her two grandmothers, aunts,lesmand cousins. Even Eda’s mother did not
want to go, but reluctantly agreed.

Originally, the Lew family planned to reach a paity in France and migrate to England.
The family piled into a car with other refugees a@hmndve across the France-Belgium border. As
fate would have it, their first attempt to taketemporary residency in France was unsuccessful.
An air battle forced the Lew family to abandonittear on their way to the port and hide in a
bomb shelter for a few days. Eda said the shefsrhorrible, cold and dark; her family listened
in fear as bombs hit the ground above them anddcdpar lives would be spared. After the
battle had ended, the Lews were told to returndtgiBm, which they reluctantly agreed to do.
The family lived under Nazi rule for almost two reoyears. Eda remembers being terrified
every time she saw the Germans in uniform passédryhbuse. She cautiously returned to
school, though it was not as safe as it had be&wrdhe Nathan continued to use bribes and
contacts to try and obtain permission to leave Belg eventually becoming successful a second
time. Eda believes they left Belgium just in titeeescape the concentration camps, which took
the lives of many of her relatives, friends andusingtances.

Eda’s immediate family made it to Paris and hidlwse quarters with another family for
about a month. During their time in France, Edather had to once again try and negotiate his
family’s passage out of the country. His Frencls wat very good and he was detained briefly
by the French police, which was very stressfulhte family in hiding. At the time, the French
people were living on rations and everyday Edasnger sister Cecile went out to wait in the
ration line. Cecile was sent because she was entathn Eda and her parents hoped she was
less likely to be abducted. Needless to say, thmg girl could not carry very much food and so
the Lew family had little to eat. After about a nlonNathan was able to arrange a train trip to
Spain and the family finally escaped Nazi-occugeniope successfully. Eda remembers being
deeply touched by the kindness she received franSgpanish people. In Spain, her family
acquired passports and was able to book a boaagmés Cuba where they stayed for several
months before traveling to Florida and then on swNyork where they took up residency in
1941.

Never forgetting her experiences during World WlarBda to this day remains very
“sensitive to injustice.” She became very invohredhe Civil Rights movement because of her
personal familiarity with the dangers of discrintioa, participating in the 1963 March on
Washington where Martin Luther King delivered hamious "I Had a Dream" speech, and
speaking on the radio about genocide because slsede emotional duty to stand in unity with
those experiencing oppression. To this day, Edievas it is of the utmost importance to fight
injustice. When asked what she has done with e tin America, Eda responded,
“everything.” Eda graduated from New York Univéysin 1974, where she worked during the
day and attended school at night, and has workea pisno accompanist, an administrative
assistant and nursery school teacher. She hadcfuldren, one now deceased, and seven
grandchildren, one who is also deceased. Edavieslighe has made peace with what happened
during the Holocaust and is inspired by Germanyisent progressive political atmosphere. In
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2005, she returned to Belgium on vacation to expher old hometown and has since written a
book about her experiences during the HolocaustdsaEscape from Antwerp: From Terror to
Paradise Eda moved to Santa Cruz in 1989 and enjoysiftnef an active retiree; living near
the ocean, playing piano and attending culturahts/e
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CHorst Gk

By Kristina Abadjian

All That Remains

“Why should the wordhateexist in my vocabulary?”

This was one of the very first questions Horst dskae when | had the honor of
interviewing him. Horst’s elucidation about hiseliind liberation from the Holocaust made me
realize how hate can spiral out of control and ressiitself into the complete annihilation of a
group of people.

How can one word leave such an indelible mark oltians of helpless people? Here’s
the story of a boy who lost everything but stillimained a sense of hope even in a world full of
despair.

Horst Cahn was born in 1925 in Essen, a town locatethe River Ruhr. His parents
were well-liked by extended family because theyaaisvopened their home to others. Although
his sister, Leni, was four years older, Horst alsvégft like the more worldly of the two because
Leni was a bit naive.

At the age of 13 Horst started working at a bakexyan apprentice but, because he was a
Jew, they merely referred to him as an unskillétar. The war was starting and anti-Semitism
and paranoia were rampant among the Germans.

Horst recalls an evening when he and a German lookimg as an apprentice discovered
a couple kissing outside. Their curiosity sparkdte two boys held flashlights against a
darkened window to have a better look at the lawdsbiSuddenly, the German secret police,
referred to as the Gestapo, caught the boys peapih@rrested them both.

The Gestapo believed the boys were spies tryingigioal English planes. The German
boy was released, but, as a Jew, Horst was punistwedt spent the following three months in a
Gestapo prison where he was harassed and beateitessy by the Gestapo police. When he
was finally released Horst made his way toward®rg Iflight of stairs that would lead to
freedom. Before he could make his way to his fatheGestapo officer kicked him in the shin
and sent Horst tumbling down the flight of stairs.

Horst and his father went to a waiting taxicab. Batsoon as they got in four or five
Gestapo police hurriedly approached the cab amdHolst, his father and the cab driver to step
out. Horst dazedly stood back and watched the buen the cab. The air became thick with
smoke, a foreshadowing of the worst yet to come.

Horst was now 14 and the Jews in Essen were alrbaihyg treated like second-class

citizens. They were forced to take on tasks abd the Germans did not want. During the bleak
months of winter, the Jews had to clean streaesdid with snow.
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A single Jew was to compile a report of who waskivay and who was not. They dreaded any
encounter with the Gestapo and, when it came tmndetide who would deliver the report,
everyone became quite apprehensive. Horst, howewasrpecoming immune to the intimidation
techniques of the Gestapo. He volunteered to ta&edport to the authorities because, after his
3-month prison experience, this seemed like a menyscule task.

During wartime, Jews living in Germany had to obtaipermit in order to travel not only
in and out of the country, but in and out of citesswell. Horst decided he wanted to visit his
Aunt who lived in Cologne. He went to see the Comdea of the Gestapo. When Horst stepped
into his office, the Gestapo recognized him anduptly asked what he wanted. Before Horst
could finish his sentence the Commander interruptedby saying: “It'll be a cold day in hell
the day | give you a permit!”

Horst, being a very persistent 14-year-old, tolé @ommander he wouldn't leave
without a permit in his hands. The Commander cariihto do his work while Horst idly sat
there like a piece of furniture. When the Commarfdelly gave up and signed the traveler’s
permit, Horst walked out of his office, recallifgetcommander’s words about winter in hell.

Horst was about 17 when the Jews were being deptoten concentration camp. His
sister Leni and her husband were taken first and teethe Lodz ghetto in Poland. His father’'s
friend repaired vehicles for the German army; hgviraveled to and from Germany, he
encountered the Lodz Ghetto and saw Leni therewdeld occasionally deliver food and
clothing to her from her parents. One day, hisddhfriend made a visit to their house in Essen
and upon seeing him, Horst instinctively knew sdrnmgf was wrong. The friend made Horst
promise he wouldn’t utter a word to his parents &ndlly told him the story of Leni. He
witnessed uniformed S.S. tormenting Jewish mothergive up their babies. When Leni
unflinchingly resisted, the S.S. ripped the balgnfrher arms and proceeded to kill her and
smash the baby to the ground.

Horst understood that this traumatic episode cookdbe one he shared with his parents.
He never once revealed to them about Leni’s ddshcouldn’t bear to let them suffer at the
thought of losing their only daughter. He kept thecret like the weight of the world on his
shoulders, understanding that it was better for toisuffer alone rather than to watch his parents
do the same.

The time had come when all the remaining Jews isekswould be deported to
Auschwitz, the largest concentration camp in Geroetupied Poland. The journey to
Auschwitz was long and uncomfortable. Thousandewerded like cattle into stuffed open-air
boxcars. There was no place to sit and the only eveeycould urinate was in a bucket, the same
bucket everyone else was forced to use. Once thieyed to Auschwitz the Nazis ordered the
Jews to remove all their clothes and stand outershow until dark.

Shortly after, Horst was separated from his paraatthey were instantly herded to their
deaths in the gas chambers. There was no timenfalrHugs or kisses. All that was left was an
indelible memory of his loved ones. The remainiag/d had to shower and had their heads and
bodies shaved because the Germans were afraideofAiter they showered and cleaned, they
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had to stand in line to be marked with tattoos.tAie day, Horst doesn’t understand why they
received tattoos as Auschwitz was the only campattnorized them.

Someone once told him that in Judaism one must thevbody as a temple, and thus the
Germans were purposefully trying to spite this dfelby removing each Jew of their
individuality. Every act was conducted to strip thew of his identity. Their names no longer
held any significance, replaced by the tattoos defined each Jew by a numbers. Some nights it
was difficult to tell people apart as everyone kadven heads and wore the same red-stripped
pajamas.

Auschwitz gave the Jews two options: work or die.

If you were too weak to work you would be put toatle which is essentially what
happened to the old and feeble, as well as to remldHorst worked. The Germans needed
rubber for car tires and, because they were ofitiingg a war, the Jews in the camps were
responsible for making these necessary items inpeaministered factories. Because of this
work, he managed to avoid the death selectiongrasdito those deemed useless by German
officers.

Throughout the three years Horst was in Auschwiéx/er did the idea of liberation occur
to him or to any of the Jews. He was waiting ta.die just didn’t know how it would happen or
when. As soon as he arrived at Auschwitz, Horsirgg the Nazis didn't need any witnesses to
the Holocaust so he had expected them to exterenevagryone shortly thereafter.

By January 1945, the Third Reich stood on the verfgeilitary defeat. Most of the
German front was already under Soviet Occupatioay bf 1945 was an eventful time; the end
of the war was approaching which in turn meant thatHolocaust was nearing its end as well.

The Death March was the last episode of the Hoktcdine Germans were hoping most,
if not all the Jews, would shred away at some pdurtng the rampant march. 5,000 Jews took
part in the symbolic march and only 100 were libegta

The Russian troops had finally taken over and tl& ®oopers had disappeared. While
still being watched by the Russian troops, Horgtragched the Russian Commander and asked
if he could borrow some clothing. The Russian comtea said, “Well, they took yours, why
don’t you take theirs?” But Horst didn’t apply suittinking to his life. Just because they killed
his family didn’'t mean he was going to kill theitdorst didn’t believe himself to be superior to
those who killed his family, but he wasn'’t inferiither.

Shortly after liberation, Horst moved to Czechoskia where he met his wife who
helped him find serenity. They moved to the UniBtdtes with their children and Horst was no
longer referred to as unskilled labor but as anchttee Chef. In 1975, the American Culinary
Federation honored him for his outstanding talasta Chef.

Horst wrote to the United States Holocaust Memokiseum in Washington D.C.,
asking for names of people who were liberated ftbenDeath March in his group as a means of
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reconnecting with those that once shared his ahgansl futility. The director of the museum
wrote back to Horst, explaining that he was theyamne who had inquired about names of
survivors in his particular group because, essintltze was the only one who had survived.

Throughout everything he has experienced, Horsh@aintains one belief: Do not hate.
It shouldn’t matter where someone is from or whaton she chooses to believe. You mustn'’t
hate. His motto remains, “Do not dwell on the gaestause the present is a gift.” Horst told me
he continues to have faith in people because heveslin the power of the human spirit.

Horst, your will to persevere even in the darkddtmes makes me believe too.
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By Fabiola Gutierrez

Childhood Memories of the Holocaust

“It was four in the morning. We heard loud thunderwe looked out the window. But
there were no clouds or anything. It was the Geraréhery.”

When one thinks of childhood years, one thinksaggy days running around freely with
friends, smiling, laughing, and maybe, getting iffmuble. One thinks of going to school and
learning and having fun. What about when the cquyu are living in is under war and people
are being assaulted and killed just for being &i#ht?” Imagine the type of childhood that is
given to those kids who live in a place where peaple being killed in great numbers for no
reason at all.

Mr. Jacob Harari was born June 20, 1932 in WIlodeimiWolynski, a city in
northwestern Ukraine, which used to be a part d&fb His father's name was ltzhak Berger,
who was born in Wlodzimierz Wolynski. His motheriame was Esther Berger, who was born
in Poryck, a town located near Wlodzimierz Wolynskdie had one younger brother named
Rafael. The four of them lived in a small houseakhivas just a kitchen and a large room with
one big bed and two small beds. The room was divilea closet. There was also a coal stove
to heat the house. There was no bathroom insidehtbme, instead they had an outhouse. They
did have electricity and running water. Attachedhe side of their home was the grocery store
that Mr. Harari's parents owned. They lived in asthp Jewish town, but many of their
customers were non-Jews from surrounding townstlyno&rainians and Polish. They enjoyed
a happy and comfortable middle-class lifestyle.

As a young child, he did not realize the differebetween Jews and non-Jews among his
friends. Although he does not remember much disoation in his hometown, there is one
moment that stands out in his memory. It was whé&wolésh man stood outside on the steps of
his family’s store. He told all non-Jews to not glibere because it was a Jew-owned store. He
remembers that his father beat up the guy. Howeévesides these few incidents, he does not
remember much other discrimination.

Mr. Harari attended tarboot, which is a Hebrew ®thé#le remembers all the kids
running around or playing ball. Although his pasentere not as observant as his grandparents,
they did occasionally attend synagogue. They alslebcated Jewish holidays, especially
Passover.

Mr. Harari’'s happy and normal childhood was intptedl on 1941, when the Germans
attacked the Soviet Union. He and his brother wesiing their grandparents at Poryck. At four
in the morning their sleep was interrupted by ldbhdndering sounds. It was the German
artillery. That same day the Germans burned dowmimole town. Two days later, Mr. Harari's
mother walked all the way from their home in Wlad®rz to where his grandparents house
used to stand. Since their grandparents home had berned down, they all walked back
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together to his parents’ house, which was abountyvive to thirty miles away. Once they
returned home, there was no schooling or businessdwish people. His family’s store was
closed down.

Two months later, his grandfather stepped out tbesé and was taken away by a
German truck that randomly took two hundred mereyTdid not know anything from him until
afterwards when they learned that he had unfortiyaeen taken to a prison where he had been
killed.

In 1942 all the Jewish people were rounded up @&ighetto, which was enclosed by
barbed wire. Mr. Harari’'s house was inside the tghsb they did not have to move. Instead,
some of his relatives moved into their house wligm. They no longer had their store, but Mr.
Harari’s father and he would work for the Germatitary sorting food. In return, they would
get a loaf of bread every few days. His parentgags suspicious of what the Germans might do,
sneaked the boys out of the ghetto and sent thdémtwb different families. However, they
ended up having to return home. During a diffictift home by themselves, they were captured
by a Ukrainian policeman, whom they actually kneant before the war. He took them to the
German police headquarters where they might haea kéled. Luckly, the killings had just
stopped and were returned to the ghetto.

When the two brothers returned to their home, tiwent into the hiding place in the
cellar. There they found that there was no mooel filnere in the cellar, which indicated to them
that some of the family members might have beemgithere. Mr. Harari then proceeded to the
kitchen and looked under the floor where valualdesh as his mother’'s fur coat and silver
utensils had been hidden. There he saw his fathead sticking out from the hiding place. His
father told them that his family had hid in theoe & few days but, after running out of food, they
decided to escape through a creek. His fathenbadreturned for the valuables so that he could
give them as pay to someone man to hide them imttis He built a fake wall about ten feet
from the real wall so no one would be suspiciousweklver, once they ran out of money, he
would no longer helped them.

Mr. Harari’s mother then decided to ask a Polistylaamed Lydia for help. They did not
trust her very much because she had betrayed themlmefore. However, she allowed them to
stay in her cellar for a while. Afterwards she @dnove. However, she found a place where she
could continue to hide Mr. Harari and his familywlas a three-story building and she rented the
basement apartment. The apartment had an unfinistiedand under that they built the hiding
place. Mr. Harari described it as being only abeight feet wide. They bordered it and then
covered it with soil. The entrance was a small hneiatainer with a little opening that one could
stick their hand out to smooth out the dirt over tpening. They built a tunnel that they could
get out of to get into yard in case the buildingsvidown up. Their toilet was usually just a
bucket that the lady would then dump out. They dpa little well through which water would
come in through. It was not the best water, bwtais drinkable.

They ate only wheat and potatoes and could cookibsbmeone in the apartments was

also cooking as they might be descovered from tihgke. Mr. Harari came up with the idea of
placing a small mirror in the chimney so the cosd& when other people were cooking. They
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lived under these conditions from 1942 until Juh&®14. They shared this small space that was
only big enough for someone to sit down in withethextra people. When the Soviets finally

returned and they were able to come out, theirdese swollen and they had to be very careful

with what they ate, other than wheat and potatoes.

His mother worked for a restaurant and his fatherked for the housing authority again.
They moved to Warsaw and then Palestine. They @ade&lish surname and he went to school as
a Pole. In May 1948, when the war broke out betwaets and Jews over Palestine, he and the
other high school boys were sent to war for six thenAfter completing high school, he
returned to the Air Force.

In 1952, he left to study at New York University fwvo years, until lack of money sent
him to a university in Detroit. There, he becamava engineer. In Detroit he met his wife and
married. In 1969, Mr. Harari joined the US Armyrg® of Engineers and when a spot was
opened up in San Francisco, he moved here, aftendvevorked in Seattle for seven years.

Today, Mr. Harari lives in Berkeley, California witis wife, Rena Harari. He has one
son, one daughter, and one granddaughter. He tesrbédred since 1969. Mr. Harari values
family more than anything else. He is very gratefutl happy that he was able to provide them
with a good life. As a result of the Holocaust he dot have a normal childhood - he had to
grow up faster and lost all his family except fas mmediate family. Mr. Harari is not bitter,
though. He has learned that one cannot live wigearHe also says that the people of today are
not to be blamed for what their parents or graneipisr might have done. The only thing that
upsets him is the fact that some people todaytstilio deny that the Holocaust ever happened,
despite all the proof that exists. This proves thats not only strong, but also is a great man
with a great heart and a very positive mindset.pResall the difficulties he has had to live
through, he has been able to take all of that aeditto make today seem the best life he could
ask for, for his family and for himself.
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CHetern Fhutor

By Yesenia Rascon

Almost Too Young to Remember, Never Too Younq togeb

Helen Fixler was born Helen Nudler in the smaly @f Mlynow, Poland in 1927 into a
family of five. Helen’s family consisted of thredder brothers, one younger sister, and her
parents. Helen’s father was in the grain businekfe her mother was a housewife. She went to
a public elementary school, and in the afternoshs, went to Hebrew school. Her community
didn’t necessarily have a great love for Jewishppeobut they were tolerant. Helen had no
complaints about her childhood - it was simple aagpy, surrounded by those she loved. In
1939, everything changed.

In 1939, the war broke out, and the Russians teamniyproccupied Poland. Helen was
forced to go to a Russian school, but Helen knea iftthe Russians were already here, that the
Germans were on their way. She didn’t even reallpvk about the Nazi movement, considering
just how young she was, but she knew it was ougebbher. Helen and her family lived in
constant fear that any day, the Germans would matohtheir home and evict them. This fear
became a reality in 1941, when the Germans mowveu o a ghetto. Helen was about 13. Her
entire family lived in one room, and, with the eptien of her little sister, they were all forced to
do work. They all worked either out in the fieldsimdoors doing laundry or dishes - all with the
hope of getting a piece of bread that night. Thegd in the ghetto for about 7 or 8 months, but
finally, one day, they all escaped.

Helen said that when her family ran away from thettp, they didn’t really know where
they were going; they only knew that anything wolbddbetter than living in that horror. Almost
anything. The Nudlers ran out to the woods of Ukeabut Ukraine was working with Germany.
While in the woods, the Nudlers would stay in akmmduring the day, out of fear of being seen
by the Germans, and at night, they would go to armevillage to ask for food. While the
Nudlers were lucky in the sense that the farmerwsal always gave them food, some of their
friends were not so lucky; the farmers would somes report those Jews to the Germans, and
those friends would never come back to the woods. Nudlers stayed in the woods for many
winters and many summers. The winters were espebiaid because they were so cold, but the
summers were also hard because they were confingdhot bunker all day. One summer, while
the Nudlers were out picking fruits from the trett®e Germans saw them - and shot at them.
Each member of the family ran in a different dir@ct but only two members survived: Helen
and her father. However, Helen did not know thighet time, since she was running in the
opposite direction of him. Helen was a 14 yeargit alone in the woods, with nowhere to go.

Helen lived with several partisans in the woodslsfte found her father a few weeks
after the incident. After finally reuniting with i, they both decided to leave the woods. She,
her father, and a group of friends moved acro$sa and went to another village. Helen and her
father lived in a hole filled with hay under a l&lyiome; the lady did not tell her husband she
was housing two Jews, as he would not approve. Tined in the hole for 6 to 8 months, until
their liberation in 1944.
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After Helen’s liberation in 1944, she and her fativent back to Mlynow, surprised to
see that their house was still there. After spamdi few weeks at home, Helen and her father
went to Germany, to a displaced persons camp. fikhdyplans to come to the United States and
stay with some distant relatives, but sadly, héheiadidn’t make it. Instead, Helen went to
Canada in 1948 and stayed there until 1957. Itthe® that she met her husband, Leonard, on a
blind date. In 1957, she and her husband movetiadUnited States. Currently, they have 2
daughters, one deceased son, and 6 grandchildtesi,véhom know her incredible story. She
has been in Oakland, California for over 30 yea she currently works for a travel agency.

While telling me her story, Helen often said shéndiunderstand why she was so lucky.

At many points during her Holocaust experience, whated to die; she was tired, cold, and
hungry and didn’t want to do it anymore. Her fathes the only thing that kept her going, but
he, like so many others, also died. She sometinmslers why she was special, and why she
was saved. The Holocaust is always on her minddse@ms about it frequently, and sometimes
feels as though someone is still chasing her. $esrdt understand how something so horrible
and inhumane was allowed to happen, and she haowkeprays it never happens again. We are
“all God’s children”, and that should be enough.

Helen strongly believes that the Holocaust mustidagght and never forgotten. It is
important for people to be aware of what happehisten is aware that the Holocaust survivors
left are dying out, but she hopes that with prgestich as this one, the Holocaust will continue
to be remembered. And | hope it does too.
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Leonard Fortor

By Anna Pickrell and Sarah Sachs

Nourishing the Body and Soul for Survival

Born on September 12, 1922 to a family of sixteleidoen from two mothers, Leonard

Fixler grew up in a Czechoslovakian town in whighigious tolerance was never questioned
before the rise of Nazism. Living amongst 40,000eotJews — not a majority for the area —
Leonard led “a beautiful life” in which his religiowas, to the best of his knowledge, irrelevant
when it came to the question of coexistence. Teachecompanied Jewish students to temple,
business owners thrived without religious setbaaks, the town lived under a general blanket of
peace for the first seventeen years of Leonartés Hitler had no place in this Czech town —
though the Third Reich was big news everywhereho8ls in Leonard’s hometown chose not to
discuss the current events of political Europe lass “School was a different ballgame
then...We never discussed foreign things in schagdys Leonard. The chalkboards had no
room for a man so revolting and a political ware®o unstable.

1939 was a turning point for Leonard; not the kofdturning point that we think of
today, not a positive transition into his imminesdulthood. 1939 marked the Hungarian
invasion of Czechoslovakia. Two days after théahinvasion, Hitler declared Bohemia and
Moravia, one of three main Czechoslovakian prowsna German protectorate, thus forcing
Emil Hacha, President of the Second Republic, teesder. Faced with a fight or flight situation
(though, in the end, the Czech government showte fesistance), Leonard fled to Budapest,
where he stayed in hiding for four years.

The days that passed between 1939 and 1943 weseobrmemplete isolation in which
Leonard “didn’t go nowhere [and] couldn’t trust maly.” For fear of being caught by Nazis,
Leonard “never revealed his nationality” while ind&apest and concealed his Judaism with all of
the willpower that he could muster. Forced to leagkool at such a young age, Leonard spent
his time in hiding, educating himself with newspapkppings and war propaganda from which
he eventually learned to speak six languages. Ba#drce access to radios and news stations,
Leonard was generally unable to stay informed efgtogression of the war and the well being
of the family members from whom he had been sepdrat

In 1943, Leonard was caught by Hungarian officaaid immediately sent to Romania to
work in a labor camp, where he remained for one pefore being sent to Austria via boxcar.
The working conditions in this camp were unfatholpabugh — after working from sunrise to
sunset, prisoners were forced to sleep in crowaedhbks in which many people drew their final
breaths. The guards in the camps came acrossiatedisted enemies, and the lack of food led
to a hunger that Leonard does not wish upon anyanuoeing. “Every day | got such a beating.
They kicked me and beat me...but when you’re hungryllydo anything. Nobody should know
what hunger means. Even now...hunger is the wonstytini the world.”

Thinking back to this time of continuous manualdgkinhumane living conditions, and
freezing cold temperatures, Leonard has few waodsuimmarize his experience. “It was very
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rough,” is what first comes to his lips, but therroos of the images themselves speak for the
words that he cannot seem to form.

In 1944, the Russians came to Leonard’s labor canjpomania and sent the workers to
another camp on the Austrian-Hungarian border. hebnrecalls how crowded and
uncomfortable the train ride to Austria was. Wittep 100 people in a car, Leonard spent the
entire train ride shoulder to shoulder with strasga conditions not dissimilar from his own
already deteriorating physical state. “You coulditt you couldn’t stand up,” he recalls.

When Leonard’s train made a stop in Budapest tmlahother ten workers, he was both
lucky and stunned to be randomly reunited with bmsther, who he had not seen since 1941.
Counting each new passenger one at a time, haortifjethe subsequent decrease in breathing
room, Leonard felt relief for the first time in ysavhen he recognized the fifth face to board the
train. From here, Leonard and his brother staygdtteer through the next few years of the war,
struggling to survive — but struggling together.

Upon arriving at his new labor camp, Leonard foeondditions to be hauntingly similar
to those at the camp he had just left. “The food waful, there was hardly any food. It was
bitter cold... [we had] no clothing, nothing.” Livingp tents piled tight with twenty workers
each, Leonard and his fellow victims found theidyohight in one another. “We huddled
together...and that's how we kept warm,” he says.ef€hwas no restroom, only graves...and
there were a lot of dead people every morning, lgewpo had tried to escape.”

After working in the labor camp for some time, Laathand 1500 others from his camp
were sent on a death march that eventually endesh@her camp in Austria. Walking in the
masses, Leonard was forced to walk all day witheakmlazis shepherding the crowd from
trucks. In April, the march approached what was tte tallest mountain in Austria. It was here,
where the Nazis began to open fire on the victimthe death march and “shoot like animals.”
Leonard recalls being up to his knees in snow ¥atlerything red.” While running through the
open fire in an attempt to escape, Leonard waslenakavoid the guards and was momentarily
put at gunpoint; a moment that he was sure meantetid of his life. In the end, Leonard
managed to escape the gun and all of the havotedréy the massacre; though to this day, he
does not know just how he survived.

After the march, Leonard spent six days in a cottagan camp, where every minute of
every day he “could smell the smoke from the chiystiewWhile the Jews were told they would
be given food, Leonard does not recollect gettimglang at all from the Nazis. After six days,
Americans began to approach the area and Leonardhanother prisoners were relocated to a
camp in Gumskerheim. The march left room for lifded and water; “The only water you got
was the rain,” Leonard remembers, and on the mespatate of days, “We ate snails from the
ground.”

On one particularly brutal day, Leonard chose lebebver hunger. Aware that he was
endangering his life, Leonard broke the line amdtoaa nearby bakery where he begged for food
until the German woman in charge finally grantech leympathy in the form of a few raw
potatoes. On his way back into line, an SS solgipatted Leonard. Much like his moment at
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gunpoint on the mountain, Leonard felt that this\e end, that there was no way out of this

one. But for some inexplicable reason, the solgare Leonard what was then considered just a
small slap on the wrist — he beat Leonard ovemtek of his neck with his gun and pushed him

back into line, allowing him to find his brotherdaenjoy the food that he had smuggled into his

pockets.

Once in Gumskerheim, Leonard only spent a shoe timthe new camp. One day, as he
remembers, a group of German soldiers began tevthigarettes around the boundaries of the
camp, a sign that Americans were coming and then&es would soon be forced to surrender.
But, as Leonard soon found out, the Americans weeble to enter the camp due to the typhus
outbreak that was taking lives left and right. Le@whand his brother decided that now was the
time to attempt an escape, so the two of them waay do the nearest metropolitan city. Upon
arrival in the city, Leonard took his brother bdaokhe bakery where he had originally asked for
food. He begged the woman for salvation and wasteadly invited in. Here, Leonard and his
brother spent three days with the woman, spendimegyeminute eating and sleeping - luxuries
they had not fully experienced or appreciated stheeyears before the war.

Eventually, Leonard and his brother wore out tiveglcome in the woman’s bakery,
around which time they found a bus that was heablauk to their home country. Upon reaching
the Czech border, however, the passengers werebpieshfrom entering the country due to
unstable interior conditions. Thus unable to go @pheonard and his brother found temporary
respite in the home of an uncommonly hospitablen@erwoman, with whom they planned to
stay until the fighting in Czechoslovakia endede Therman woman fed the men well, hydrated
them, and kept them in her attic — the only placéhe house that was safe from her son, who,
Leonard quickly found, was a Nazi.

Unfortunately, Leonard and his brother were bothdted with typhus while staying with
the German woman and were taken to get medicaltattein a hospital that was filled with
injured German soldiers, thus making it impossitde Leonard and his brother to reveal
anything about their religion despite the imminend of the war. Leonard recollects that priests
used to come and pray over the patients, inclubingand his brother. “He put a big cross on
my neck and prayed over me day and night,” he 3A§sle in the hospital, Leonard was taken
to pray in a Catholic church on Sunday morningsaif to reveal their true identity, Leonard
and his brother secretly performed Jewish prayerls, staying devoted to the religion from
which they had been banned for so many years.

Once healed, Leonard and his brother returned httam€zechoslovakia. With the
knowledge that he would never be seeing this halspijain, Leonard gathered the courage
before his journey home to admit his religion togé who had taken care of him. When told to
keep the holy cross gifted to him by his priestph@&d confessed to his nurse, “Sister, I'm a
Jew.”

Once home, Leonard and his brother were not segiixy the absence of their family
and friends. Unable to settle on the idea thatvbeld never see his family again, Leonard set
out to reconnect with as many familiar faces assids. Every morning, he would rush to the
train station and just wait for anyone he recogjzmly to be let down day after day. Finally,
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Leonard managed to reunite with his sister, whediin a nearby city. “I got off the train; it was
3:00 in the morning. She lived on the fourth flobrang the bell, she asked me who was there,
and | said, ‘It's your brother, Leonard.” She althpsnped from the fourth floor, she couldn’t
believe it,” he recollects. Leonard’s sister pasaa@y in Cleveland three years ago, but his
memory of that day marks a bold spot in his mind.

Leonard learned from his sister that eight of fb$irggs had survived the war, but that the
other half had perished along with their parentso were taken to Auschwitz in 1944 and never
seen by their children again. Today, three of theght are still alive — with one sister in Israel,
another in Cleveland, and Leonard himself in Oadklan

In 1948, the Russians attempted to draft Leonaadthre army. After all that he had been
through — the hunger, the illnesses, and the |bs® anany loved ones — Leonard’s last desire
was to aid the war, no matter which side he took.aVoid the army, Leonard escaped to
Germany, where he lived in a Displaced Persons Caviple in the camp, Leonard enlisted in
the American Labor Supervision Company, which gawe the opportunity to move to Canada
in 1949.

In Canada, Leonard was very cold and wanted to moviee with his family in the
United States. While living in Canada, Leonard laided a bowling league as a source of
recreation — on his last night with this group oérma friend convinced Leonard to meet his
sister, Helen, just for one last round of fun befbis departure. So Leonard took the advice and
the two went out to the movies. “It was a Saturdait, [and we saw}Vaterloo Bridge..A love
story all the way,” he recalls. That night, Helewited Leonard to go to a wedding the next day.
The couple spent the night dancing and had a wéwdene, so much so that Leonard delayed
his departure — which was planned for the next ingra by one more week and continued to
take her out. “I just changed my mind,” he saysoTwmonths later, Leonard married Helen, the
absolute love of his life.

In January 1957, Leonard and Helen moved to thewb®re they started a dry cleaners
and men'’s clothing store, had two children andgsandchildren, and settled down in the house
in which they still reside, 45 years later. Thou@gnada was their first real home after the war,
the US means the world to them both. “People shkislslthe ground here,” Leonard and Helen
agreed, “This is the best country in the world...diuyre willing to work you can do anything.
People don’t appreciate that.”

Though Leonard has taken his retirement as a chartcavel the world with his wife, he
has not been back to his hometown since his retean the end of the waXow unable to trust
strangers due to his scarring experiences duriagmMér, Leonard worries that his home is no
longer safe to visit, for the people and the plawa#se changed so much since the war that they
are now foreign to him. “Don’t trust no strangdsecause they are full of lies. They lied to us,”
he says. Without the ability to trust strangerspniaad suggests that children today should “take
care of [their] education...and honor [their] parénts

Leonard understands that the specific details ®ktory are not the take-home message.
Every Holocaust story is somehow different from tiext, but, for Leonard, the part that we
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must always remember is the potential of any huby&ing to live on through motivation. “A
human being is stronger than a horse, understand?juét need will power,” he says. And yes,
he says, in times like these “you miss your paremsr family...but life must go on.”

That remembrance must go on to the end of timg;dbes not, Leonard fears that we
may repeat history in the most terrible of ways.Wwhs a terrible thing, | don’t wish it upon
nobody in the world...You know what they say: ‘Newain, never again.’ | don’t wish it on
my worst enemy to live through what we lived thrbtig
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By Clarisse Ruszel

| Will Never Forget...

Susanne will never forget that the morning afteistatinacht, when the German soldiers
rioted in the cities. It was her chore to clean thiéets at her all girls’ school. She will never
forget the image of her defeated father and hidralgsd store. She will never forget the
Christmas Eve of 1938 when she and her little sigtit Germany for Sweden. Susanne also
hopes that the rest of the world will never fortyet horrible atrocities that occurred in Europe
during the Holocaust.

Susanne grew up in the town of Oppeln in Germamypédn is now part of southwestern
Poland. Her family consisted of her father, motlae@d younger sister. Susanne’s father owned a
store at which both her parents worked. As a clslte could often feel the enmity of the
Germans towards her because of her faith. She bhedgael even more hostility as she got older
and became the only Jewish child in her class.v&is&2a good student, but the public school in
town had orders not to allow Jewish students tgss. It was very frustrating to her because
she wished to do well and passed her grade butolhthat she would have to be held back.

One incident stands out in her mind. She was veoddn French and another girl in her
class asked if she could copy her test. Susanoeedl her to copy and their teacher found out.
She automatically assumed that it had been Susahonehad copied the other girl because
“German girls wouldn’'t do that.” The German girddit have the nerve to correct the teacher,
and Susanne received a failing grade. Susanne fimandt was especially difficult to deal with
such unfairness as a child because children htikedefense.

Her mother was very devout in her religion and dad understand why the Germans
hated them. Susanne had told her parents for maeang yhat they needed to leave Germany. She
used to tell her mother, “They are going to Kill!fneer parents were unable to believe that
people could possibly be so horrible, especiallyemvithey did not feel the hatred themselves.
The only people who shopped at their store wersehhbat liked them. Susanne’s mother and
father lived most of their lives under the Kaisadaonsidered the Germans to be good people.
It is understandable that they would find it difficto fear the Germans, as what rational person
would think that other people could be so cruel?

After realizing that Susanne would not get anywhayecontinuing to go to the local
German school, her parents sent her to a housekesphool for Jewish girls when she was
fourteen. She boarded at the school which was@sIBw, Poland. During her time at this school
was the beginning of the end for the Jewish peoplEurope. Susanne remembers clearly the
events leading up to Kristallnacht. On October 888, thousands of Polish Jews were sent out
of Germany to Poland. The Polish border guardssesfuo take them in and the unfortunate
people were sent back and forth between GermanyPatahd in the freezing cold. The son of
one such couple was living in Paris at the timee $bn became infuriated and on November 7
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bought a gun and went to the German embassy tdhiilhead of the embassy. However, this
man was not in, so the son asked to see an embfiissyi and promptly shot him.

The embassy official died two days later and onrigit of November 9, 1938, Hitler

gave orders to the Nazi troopers to burn the sygagm On the morning of November 10,
Susanne woke up to a cold morning, ate breakfadtywas assigned her morning chore as usual.
That morning it was her unfortunate luck to haveclean the toilets. She walked into the
bathroom and heard the sound of someone cryingrlgittOne of the commuting students was
sitting in the bathroom sobbing. Susanne askedvhat had happened and the girl told her that
the synagogues were burning. Susanne was shoclddgiriened as they went to join the other
girls. All of the commuting students had horridelto tell of the retched things they had
witnessed on their way to school that morning.

Later that day the woman in charge of the schopt@gched Susanne, stating that she
had an important job for her. The school was orughyger levels of a building that also served as
a retirement home. In the night, the Nazis hadtlcatphone lines and the elderly people were
unable to contact their families. The headmistieésrmed Susanne that she “didn’t look so
Jewish” as the other girls. She asked her to thkeelderly people back to their families.
Susanne was given their addresses and escortedttilengh the streets of Breslow to their
families. On the journey she was yelled at and &skashe was ashamed to be a Jew. Many
people also threw beer bottles at them.

That same day her mother sent her a letter by sgprail, which arrived the same day
that it was sent. Her mother assured her that #évegywas fine at home, but in reality all was
not okay. Susanne’s mother came to pick her upthey returned to Oppeln. Her sister was
already home and the morning after Kristallnacltt hm home from school with another Jewish
girl. They were afraid, especially after an exoemaily nasty German girl threatened to make
them eat dirt.

The morning after Kristallnacht their maid had wed and told Susanne’s mother that
their store was ruined. Her mother simply brusheaffias drunks, but the maid insisted that it
was far worse. Her father went with a neighbortteak on their stores. The Nazis were standing
outside of her father’s store. He abruptly turnad awent home. The neighbor continued on to
his store and ended up being taken to the condemtraamps that very day. Her father had
escaped the camps this time.

Her family was very lucky because the landlord haditt building had heard about what
was going to happen the night of November 9. Heorad their family's name from the
entryway of the apartment building. Because of,tthie Germans did not immediately suspect
that a Jewish family lived there.

Susanne returned home to her defeated father. KHesittang and shaking, as his life’s
work had been completely destroyed. He told herreahad been waiting for her return so that
she could go with him to try and clean up the stbler father had not wanted to take her mother
because he did not want her to see such devastdflem mess of the store was almost
unspeakable. Merchandise was all over the placdgtentuge glass counter had been destroyed
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and cut the hands of the Nazis, so there was wedywhere. Susanne and her father tried to
clean up, but it was an almost futile task.

By this time the phone lines had been turned backMainly, Susanne believes, because
people from outside Germany were complaining amdNBazis did not want to look bad to the
rest of the world. Susanne’s mother called hehatstore and told her exciting news. Her uncle,
a Berlin scientist with many international connenst, had received multiple visas for his family
to leave Germany. He offered to give up his chiktbglace on a children’s transport to Sweden
so that Susanne and her sister could leave.

The transport was to leave on Christmas Eve of 1Bi@8vever, when Susanne and her
family arrived, they found out that the transpatitbeen cancelled. Her mother was advised that
she should still send Susanne and her sister t@&was it may be their only chance to leave.
She gave Susanne the option and Susanne knewhthhid to leave. She could no longer bear
to live in Germany, and this was her chance toogét Susanne was fifteen and her sister was
twelve when they boarded the train in Berlin. Tiryeled to the Baltic Sea and boarded a boat
bound for Sweden. She and her sister had neverdrearboat before, and the waters were rough
in the middle of winter.

The girls ended up in Stockholm, Sweden. They vmateoverly happy in Sweden, but
they were alive. Susanne at first lived with a want@ help her with housework. The lady was
not very kind and Susanne eventually ended up lilows foster homes. Her sister lived with a
kind woman who would allow Susanne to stay overetones. When Susanne turned eighteen
she was able to live on her own, and this was #st Hituation that she had the entire time in
Sweden. She and her sister would also take vacatiigether as they got older.

After the war, Susanne did everything she couldirntd out what had happened to her
parents. They had been trying to leave Germanyaatahally received many visas, but all of
them fell through. It was simply much too late ¢ave. She found out that they had both been
taken to Auschwitz. Her father had apparently haptemt chance of survival, but he found out
that his wife had died. He no longer wanted to bwel decided to let himself starve. The plan
had always been that Susanne, her sister and hartpavould all meet up in the United States.
Susanne and her sister received visas throughvesdain New York. She and her sister left
Sweden together for America.

Susanne still owns a doll that she played with er bhildhood. Her children and
grandchildren are very interested in hearing ssorfieher experiences. Her daughter used to
become so horrified by what her mother had beesutiir that she didn't like to hear about it.
Susanne and her husband enjoyed traveling and stedito see where she had grown up. She
agreed to go back to Oppeln, but did not want ¢ lop anyone that she had known as a child.
The town is still beautiful, and when Susanne tbkl mayor her story, he was so moved that he
almost cried.

Susanne will never forget the effects the Holoc&ast on her life. She is so thankful to

her uncle to this day for giving her and her sisher opportunity to leave. It is still difficult fo
her to understand how such a horrible thing coadehbeen allowed. How could people be so
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cruel? She and her sister were lucky to escapspasany Jewish people became trapped in
Europe. It upsets her that so many people havgdgmlith such horrid memories, but she is glad
that at least some justice has been done.
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o Soe Pvvas

By Elizabeth Kuykendall

All the Victims of the Holocaust

In a quiet neighborhood in East Fresno, there laveésan who has seen things that you
and | will never fully understand. His name is Rieas, and in 1945 his Infantry Division came
to the Nordhausen concentration camp to bring ditbem, but left it with the first-hand
knowledge of humanity at its worst, and an undagytonfusion about who the real enemy was.
This is his story.

Imagine if you will, that it is the summer of 1948d you have just been drafted to fight
in a war against an enemy whose acts are depistesb dorrific that you and most of your
friends believe the stories are products of theeAllpropaganda machine rather than a true
reflection of German actions. Joe is 21 when hdo@epb‘}/ ship to eventually land on Omaha
Beach, and his career starts with an assignmethiet692° Tank Destroyer Battalion. He is in
charge of firing the 76mm half-crack gun. His j@guires him to fire on the German troops 5km
across the Roer River in Belgium. “Fire for effeti® hears, and continues shooting until he
hears “cease fire, mission accomplished.” He nee&s who it is that he is firing on, and he
doesn’t ever know what mission it is that gets amglished. He doesn’t think about the
casualties but just does his job and hopes to makeough another day alive.

As he fights amidst the confusion that is war, hddenly finds his squad trapped in a
pocket of the Roer Valley, completely surroundedhsy German S.S. (Schutzstaffel, translated
as the “Protective Squadron”). Encircled where ravigions can reach them and Joe eats his K
rations sparingly as the days wear on. This figititlater be known as the Battle of the Bulge; a
major element of the German plan to split the Bnitand American Allied line in half and then
encircle and destroy them, forcing the Allies togottate a peace treaty. The Germans’
objectives were not realized, but with over 19,@800ericans killed, the Battle of the Bulge was
the single largest and bloodiest battle that Anagriorces experienced in World War |l.

After the German defeat, Joe joins the M0Zimberwolf’ Division and travels to
Aachen Germany for Infantry training. As he conéauto support expansion of the U.S.’s
occupation of Germany, Joe finds himself travelm@g 375 mile penetration through Germany.
He becomes a scout and takes point as his squaadstfeom town to town. Most of the villages
they travel through are empty when the "L@&rives. The SS is fleeing from the approaching
American troops, and the villagers have quicklynfdithat to stay in the middle of the two
warring factions is to die. Joe is fired on occaaily while he is scouting. During one October
day in 1944, a shell lands at his feet and he [gatessee if his journey will end there. Incredibly,
it doesn’t detonate and so like the good soldieishbe continues on with his job.

The nights are the worst for Joe and his men sdréan home. It is winter and the
temperatures are freezing. When they can, theyghkter in the basements of homes deserted
by civilians fleeing the two opposing armies. Whbkay can't find abandoned homes or barns,
they dig foxholes 3 feet into the ground and thewec themselves with dirt and vegetation after
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crawling in to avoid detection. Sometimes they gleeabandoned German foxholes. It is hard
for Joe to sleep because of the “screaming mimnngjth was what he and his squad called the
sound the shells made as they flew over their haliderough the night. Joe does worry about
the increased danger of being a scout, but he wwitkea partner and they look out for each
other. In one of the villages they travel throulgh,signals to his partner when he notices flashes
of light in an upstairs window. The lights are flas from a machine gun and, just as they
prepare to dive to the street for cover, a whiag ftomes waving out of the window in surrender.
They live to see another day.

In March of 1945, Joe’s Division advances into gabther village. The Germans rain
shells down on his troop and they are forced tolpagk. Serving as point, Joe is left behind and
takes shelter in an abandoned building. A shelbres just outside of the building and the
windows all shatter, shredding his hand into a 8jomess. As he tries to leave the village, the
civilians stop him and bring him into their homekese they feed him onion soup and dress his
wounds. After many civilian encounters, Joe febdt the U.S. has come to liberate not only the
Jews, but also the Germans; the people of the gotorced into their circumstances by an evil
dictator. The civilians he meets are grateful aag they feel the troops bring liberation. They
have lived under the oppression of a dictatorsloypegiment, but still seem like regular human
beings with stories and families, just like his owte understands during this time that not all
Germans are bad. When he finally returns to hispirdne is offered a Purple Heart for his
injuries, but he refuses it. One badge he doeswveds the Combat Infantry Badge for his
exchange of hostile fire in combat actions agaeremy ground forces from the Roer to the
Rhine river. They want to make him sergeant that lbiat he refuses it as well. He becomes
instead second in command of the squad.

The 104 continues to advance the U.S. occupation in a slekvfrom town to town. As
they marched in to occupy towns, a strange thirgjnseto happen. The German troops begin
walking back into the deserted towns by the thodsawith their hands on their heads in
surrender. They throw their weapons down into aehpide that, in many towns, grows to be
several feet tall. They surrender because theyhangry and have nowhere else to go with the
Soviet Union closing in on them from the East. dmices and wonders at the many S.S.
uniforms they find littering the ground. It occuxs him now that the men either discarded the
uniforms in fear of being taken prisoner by theiéd| or other soldiers removed them from the
dead so their bodies would be left in peace.

In April of 1945, Joe and his infantry walk intcettown of Nordhausen, a concentration
camp for those too weak or sick to work in the bgdunnels of Dora on the V1 and V2 rockets,
which were first launched on D-Day in 1944. The towas later known as “vernichtungslager,”
an extermination camp. Of the 6,000 inmates in Raugen, Joe’s division find over 5,000
rotting corpses as they arrive that day. The Gerquaards had made the inmates lie down in
rows and ordered them to stay there in their filthil they starved to death. Joe finds them, dead
and dying, their bodies littering the ground asdsihe can see. He had heard that camps like this
existed, but didn’t really believe it, and had rmeseen one before that day. As he walks through
the town that first day, he notices that the Néeay fstill flies from a second story window. As
German sniper shots whiz around him in a last diedistance attempt, Joe climbs up into the
attic and brings the flag down, symbolizing the efdhe Nazi's reign of terror. He asks 23
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members of the 184and 414 divisions to sign the flag that day. Joe staydlandausen for a
few days where his job is to patrol inside the ‘&s\v(the tunnels of Dora). There he finds over
100 slaves, all of them women and children. Then@er civilians were a huge help in the
clearing of Nordhausen, and he is glad to haveedelp liberate not only the Jews, but the
Germans as well. For Joe, it is a difficult war understand once he begins talking to the
surrendered S.S. The line between the good guyhenbad guy is convoluted by forced duty.

By the end of the war, 6 long years after it bedditlier's army had killed 2 out of every
3 Jews in their occupied areas as part of the BldEinal Solution” to annihilate the Jewish
people. Over seventy million people were killedg thajority civilians, making it the deadliest
conflict in human history. Looking back over the m®nths Joe spent fighting in Germany, he
says it was hard for him to feel anything in theefaf such immense carnage. He speculates
survival requires the human mind to put up a detensall when faced with the horrors of
genocide. The 1d4Division fought 195 consecutive days of battle renconsecutive days than
any other Division. By the end of those 195 dawseradl3,400 soldiers of the Division were
killed, wounded, or missing in action.

Joe says he is not a hero and that he was jusg @iasrjob; but we know better. As he lies
in bed on his quiet street in East Fresno withsieed Nazi flag folded up in his closet, | hope
he realizes the lessons his heroism has taughtar. glad he has reminded us of the many
different victims of the Holocaust; the survivotse German civilians, and the liberators, who
will all carry the scars of this war for the redttbeir lives. A French Survivor named Jean
Mialet said of the war, “This is what Hell must like.” Joe Rivas was discharged Jan"16
1946, with a Combat Infantry Badge, four medalsl arbronze star. This is his story, and it is
one of duty, courage, and lasting humanity.
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